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\VllM     1. 

'  ' 

most  divine. 

B   I   with  I 
When  t 

tin 
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All'l    :  -IrlidtT   lllM'S   itf    til*'    Mlll 

BeglittrriiiLT  with  li.L'lit,  like  u  star, 
•ihlin^ly  down  through  the  i 
\Yhirh  Ni^lit.  in  ln-r  h 


H»\v  green  are  thy  liills  in  tin- 

How  fragrant  .-r.-il  mound, 

\VlnMi  tliv  an^el  of  flouvrs  walks  nimmj;  th«-in, 

.in::  i"y  'iM-atli  luM-  floral-wreathed 

iift"->t  thy  nol)lc  c  tnl, 

Above  the  fair  country  around  ; 

i  'h  far  in  th>-  di>tance, 
And  lovingly  •  around. 

Tli'-y  •  air  l.-md  await 

If  wo  follow  the  l.iiurlii  sun; 

•  •  the  soil  yields  a  l>oimtiful  liai 

alth  fills  th«-  j.urso  of  each  one. 

I  care  not  for  j»hy>iral  plenty, 

riches  wt 

Let  me  stay  with  my  own  d 
For  she  supplies  food  for  my  to 
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«»! 

•  He  tea. 

-Mutit'nl  face,  no  oold  and  to  white. 

•  ind  by  rny  wide, 
j-or  4O,  Maude  I  my  beautiful  I 

I  white; 
I  omit  dreKs  for  his  coming,  to-ni 

i.Ul-vail!  gonaam 

«  -Aro« 


The  star-crowned  angels  came  down  that  night, 

Ai»-l  looked  upon  M  '>be  of  w! 

44  Poor  broken-hearted  !  "  they  mourn? 

«•  hhall  \v 


\-n  wide  •  •  _rolden  gate  ; 

•rs,  •  My  1  •  longer  wait'  r 

was  dead!  was  dead! 


is  roEia 

IN    I  >  1 1 , ' 

!  flowers  are  on  II.T  l.r. 
Mourni  piling, 

Wlsile  ll  less  rest. 

\utumn ! 
Slumber  sweet,  and  take  thy  rest. 

One  by  one  the  leaves  arc  falling, 

Falling  'round  thy  lonely  ^ra\ 
\V1  beir  mates  are  calling, 

\Yt  ..rirhi-s  \v. 

,  UtUIim   ! 

ids  are  whisp'ring  'round  thy  grave. 

Sparklii:  1  in  Sum: 

•\\r  no  moi  among; 

Thy  sweet  name,  in  solemn  murmur, 
mingles  in  their  - 
Slumbering  Autumn! 
Mournful  is  thy  funeral  song. 

Quivering  sunbeams  coldly  bean 

Tremble  o'er  thv 

Thou  in  sleep  that  knows  no  dreami. 
y  rest,  O  lovely  di 

Hallowed  he  thy  lowly  hed. 

On  the  cloud-caj't  mountai: 

1-Tiympljs.  \\' 
Soon  they'll  come  in  all  their  glory, 
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Hr  i  (lake*  on  thy  grave ; 

Bod 

n*  calmly  to  my  reat; 
4  leaven  around  me  falling, 

.HIM, 

May  I  sink  to  peaceful  rest. 


•  •  k  hi;  a  away  from  my  bosom, 

••us,  my  beautiful  boy; 
Do  they  know  that  my  poor  heart  in  breaking, 

I'l-intf  with  joy? 
My  anna  are  so  idle  an-! 

An»l  briii.;  Lark  my  l-ut-y,  I  pray. 


:i  and  so 

>*o-bnd« 

He  lo<> 

So  still,  and  so  cold,  and  so  white; 
Ari-1  t  ul  baby, 

An 
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They  made  a  ' 

Too  narrow,  too  dark,  I 

••lling  so  I 

And  I  ran't  have  him  \ 
For  '11  IM-  calling, 

arms  out 

\V«>  Ml  leave  the  door  open  till  : 
Some  angel  may  l.riu-r  HcrluTt  h<.; 

O,  dry  yoar  tears  sorrow  in-  moi 

mourn  for  you  .  I  pray, 

For  "of  such  is  tl  :n  of  h<»u 

And  Hi'rWrt  is  happy  to-day: 
Th<  :  bj  tluit  iM-autiful  "  River," 

\Vllo>f    I  irmr, 

The  angels  stood  _r  so  sweetly, 

I  knew  you 


LTHEB  TDM 

Don^t  go  so  fa-t  !   I 

i  s  only  a  few  days  ago, 
•    my  pyi*  it  \v.-i 
1  my  step  it  \\ 
And  I  thought  that  you  trn \vli-d  too  slow. 

l.ui  y..u  ],  Father  Tiim-, 

\Vliili-  \v»  aiisMinc  lnirdens  I  bore; 
Tin-  sunliufli' 
!1  left  bel 
.•1  the  shadows  arc 


iitve  stolen  my  yo 

taken  my  rom»*  away, 
iiir, 

once  WSS  SO  fair, 

I  wan  ha; 

i  traveled  to  slow; 

Tli  '  little  earth, 

•tli, 
my  sky  was  all  rainbows,  you  know. 

ir  han.I.   ! 
Is  so  savage  and  tthar; 

one  that  can  love 
»e  so  relentless  and  bol 

yonr  mission  on  earth,  I 
Is  to  bring  ev'ry  thing  to  deca 

_rlit  aii-1  :; 

you  rule  us  with  absolute  sway. 

The  summit  is  gain  r  Time, 

.alleys  1»« 
veet  d  reams, w 

inur  with  sad,  tearful  flow. 

'• 

A  it  the  sweet  star  of  hope, 
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.  day  by  day, 
ig  down  tin*  'lim  wr^tern  slope. 

cease  your  p-pining,  my  child, 
My  mis*!  :'or  good ; 

By  angels  of  light, 

iy  and  night, 
To  draw  your  hea 

iien  that  glori'  'iild, 

!  dawn  on  you; 
;id  angels  shall  con 

i  my  mis-  \ith  you. 

•in  your  s<  _rlit,  my  child, 

You  will  :h  ineffable  love; 

!  in  Heaven's  sweet  name, 
i  will  bless  Father  Tli 
labors  of  mercy  ami  1 


AM  EMIlf E!(T  ARTIIT  OF  h 

THK  BURIAL. 

a  l.nrial — not  a  bridal, 
To  tin-  Lr'  nr  our  idol ! — 

•lily  treasure, 
Dear  to  us  beyond  all  measure — 

-•anif,  hut  now,  to  falter 
Holy  vows  "ii's  altar, 


i 


i  il  — 

above  your  -• 


\<>  uh.iH,.  1,.\,-  ^'!f\v  .l.ii!\    :'..;i  l.-r. 

i  at  face  hath  ICM, 

••re 
In  tlto^.'  f.il.l.-l  in.irl.K?  finger*. 


-  going  ; 

reading,  little  seeing, 
The  great  purpose  of  our  being  ; 

wiae  Creator 
Hath  not  made  oar  knowledge  greater  ; 

11  gi 
r  seeing 

Beyond  th'  agony  of  dying— 
The  glory  of  exUtenc* 

ipprohen- 

»n. 


TS. 

Changed 
to  one  unclouded  morrow. 

se  many  tears  up-starting, 
Clo-  t.-r  tin-  i 

These  dear  f< 

Of  the  pleasantness  <  ng. 

She  is  only  softly  sleej 

Leave  her  in  God's  tender  keeping. 

II.   \\ill  n.asure  our  lost  id<>l, 
Tis  our  Burial, — but  her  Bridal. 


RESIGNATION. 

A  n.l  afts  are  cast; 

aim-  in  Sr.mmer's  genial  glow, 
am*-  in  \\  inter's  ice  and  snow. 


To-day  into  our  home  he  pressed, 
elcome  nor  expected  gt. 

One  full  of  promise,  bloom  and  joy, 

'au^liin^  boy, 


SI  i  all  never,  at  the  cottage  door, 

At  twilight.  I'Minid  to  meet  us  more; 


•J-, 

And  we  bewail  the  cruel  fate 

UtolaU. 

>ce; 

hat  the  cruel  dart 
Thus  early  touched  •  r  heart, 

unavailing  gt 

the  future  look, 
m  AD  open  bo* 

i  fear  an-! 
fulness  that  he  is 

it  in  its  dread  pages  read 

• 
II  early  ransc-i  <>«, 

««c«ped  the  paths  that  lead 

o,  and  shame,  and  eed; 

ain, 

so  stand  r  dumb 

d  glories  yet  to  come. 
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Be  Still    (  )  mmm'i  i 

That  all  '  t  — 

That  whatsoe'er  may  y« 

fate 
A  leaves  our  h  ate. 


FALLEN. 


At  this  Ix'dsiilc  standing  sadly, 
Gaze  on  h«  1  ina«lly  ! 

Judge  lior  not  whose  heart  was  In 
l>y  the  vows  of  falsehood  sp<>' 

'•o  he  hath  won  her, 
's  no  star 

loved,  and  he  that  lusted, 
Know  that  man  may  not  be 

t  souls  are  always  frailest; 
So  with  hers,  whom  thoti  hewailest. 

is  just,  and  judgm<  in  — 

Turn  and  softly  droji  the  curtain. 


l;i 
One  there  was  who  loved  and  trust*  • 

LOT*-  '.  aim!  were  •• 

,H  WSJ  I, 

•    .       li. 

Dwklj 

SJu  '«  at  rest,  where  peace  a 

••  gates  .< 

a  maniac'rt  laughter, 
>il  the  yo.i  <iue  here.; 


lead  face  a  ghastly  vision, 
Drowns  his  ra 


An<l  A  i-h.i  :^ht  can  sever 

• 


•>s  GI  I'S. 

i;  AVI:. 

born, 

travel  tl  r  *-ail  tli- 

BT«  only  our  ic>tiiiLr  l-huv  shall  i 
Till  on  morn. 


•  spun  eternity's  span, 

the  world  was  born, 
rfect  order  in  all  His  j.!. 

11.'    \\al.-hrs   aild    trl:«l>   tl.f    >t«j  -   (.f  1 

Till  the  resurrection  n. 

6  for  all 

•  •,  on  the  face  of  the  earth  prepa 
Foi  "\v  fall, 

\  ays  ami  governs  all, 
Alike  by 


1  \v<-  turn  a\vay  an<l  \\  • 
Or  over  the  thought  1  ? 

Thoi  !i,  ere  long,  shall  over  us  cr< •• 

Though  the  grave  is  dark,  ami  cold,  ami 

food. 

So  travel  we  far,  or  travel  free, 

Or  come  to  our  deaths,  nor  mattrrs  it  how, 
Upon  the  land,  or  within  the  sea, 

:av<-  f'..r  D 

Ma  ting 


11  -".' 

-s  |;l\ 

.atfiWh 

in  spread, 
upon  iU  surface  tr< 

• 

rig  they  see,  n  -y  know, 

U  below. 

glory  to  think  tliuy  «t  - 
So  over  the  solid  rock  an  1  ! 

The  rook's  a  land  a  in' 

it  rolls  below, 
allows  all  tha  ^o. 

-ok  and  see !  how 

:ig  out  only  a  ninglo  yell; 

:  lace  a  vapor  dropped, 
as  a  Ha.-  was  stop 


30  01: 

>se  ftf<  mi)  :i.|, 

•Mini. 

.:ri>uii'l,  hut  into  r 


s  it  not  strange  tliat  none  cmilil 

n  one  of 
Down  into  a  inui 

Ah,  see,  another  has  -lit 

Do1-  .  !!«-*  ni 


>ther,  and  yet  another. 

A  fa  -i  they  fall,  and  ho  lyl 


And  yet  the  whirl  of  tin 

The  many  miss  not  the  1V\\  that  >••  u 

Nor  dream  they  dance  on  a  1 

So  fearfully  frail,  and  weak,  and  thin. 

Oh,  tarn  and  hearken,  nor  ever  go 
To  join  in  that 

•    that  wil.l  <-a 

.  ^hrmld  n-ac-h  my  ear! 


Oh,  ponder  and  stand  in  tenor 
On  the  bridge  of  indulgence  n< 


TOET8. 

\Vlllt  11 

DM, 

•  to  are, 

\\  !,..  :.     •  ::,.• 

. 

.1  Hri-l^i  r 

•  thr  \vli  :ej  : 

le? 
\\  i.i.'ii  M  ti 

y  said  to 
LT«>  t<,  a  hall  or  spree, 

\\ 

' 

cot,  and  my  1 

ar.»  tin-  whi.-li  is  th,-  \\hivhr-t  ! 
\\ 


N  MOUNT. 


A  WISDOM. 

'lie  boy,  n<»t  three  year- 
Upon  the  floor  in  frolic  m! 

1  then  tlio  little  roguish  eh. 
1  uj.  into  his  inotli' 


And  laid  liis  head  uj>on  her  1.  roast, 
Because  ho  loved  to  be  caress* 

:"tii:ht  was  in  his  little  head  — 
And  with  a  woml'-rin^  look  he  said  : 


'   Who  made  met  manii!  i  his  eye 

is  fixed  on  her  for  a  reply. 

"  God  made  yon  out  of  dtut,  my  b< 
To  fill  your  mother'.-,  heart  with    j» 

While  C  -I'd  his  little  head  — 

li  ,iid. 


ip  whore  the  moon  and  -tar 
Shine  in  the  sky,  so  very  far.n 

I  lut  how  does  God  get  down  from  the 

11-    >aid,  with  still 

always  stays  np  there,  my  dear, 
•«1  God  will  never  come  down  he: 

•or, 

.-lit  wa>  l.nsy  as  1,. 


ra. 

-tie  HUr, 
Wktr*  doe*  II*  g*t  tk*  <!**>   mam. 


TI; 

d  the  woods  toget 

m  bedecked  the  vale  ; 
TWA*  in  t  May  wen 

toby  hangs  a  Ule. 

Our  words  \\vre  fond  an 

ail  ; 

would  fa 
••by  hangs  a  Ule. 

\va»  fresli  -iy ; 

•  avail— 
I  >'•»!!  had  money, 

i  proved  a  fat 
thiTi'l.y  han^*  a  Ule. 

.:it  made  red  cheeks  pale; 
The  seeds  of  death  grew  riper, 
:s  a  tale. 


tvr>  load 
I    1  1 

All  !    maiden,  fair  and  MIH: 
!.>  .ul  ; 

<  »h.  !  1"V  in.-, 

liani:  a  ' 
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WEITTEJ*  on  THE  OCCASION  op  Tin 

ST.JOHK8BVI 


shaft  of  solid 

11  it  with  the  inai 

bed 
eedom  milit  endi: 


wl  jo  saw-  the  nation's  danger, 
And  u  to  dare  and  die; 

whose  graves,  nnknoun  ami  nan 
ittrn-d  through  the  nation  ! 

They  who,  on  red  fields  of  slangl 
I1'  riihi  i  :«•  was  done  ; 

whose  de<  _lit  and 

edom  for  the  world  hath  \\- 

All  our  glorious  fallen  heroes 

i  lie  fadeless  granite  tell  ;  — 
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All  \\ 

••«; 

millions  \  iacklet, 

irvive*. 

ami  ami 
deeds  of 
y  star  \*  :  — 

tlio  skies, 
tlvation 

- 

>n* 

Safe  U«  i  .l«.ur  — 

/.'  -/••/  IMM  My  im  ib  /;  M 


ire  ages 
Mt  trs, 

• 

• 


:;•;  rs. 

ini.i: 


That  I  i 

:    ill     jr,t, 

One  evening  to  a  i 


And  sin'  — tin-  ]«>sy  village  bcdle — 
Laughed  at  tl.  .'id  thought  it  well. 


She  gave  the  boon,  and  j.l.ixfiil  said  : 
"Mayhap  to-ni'.  r  row  I  '11  1...  dead." 

Again  we  laughed  like  IIMTI-V  1 
And  soon  forgot  our  idl«-  \. 

Not  idle  words  !  —  IM-I 
Among  the  distant  hills  was  1 

\V«-  1  ioked  nj-.n  IHT  ;<allid  face 
Where  death  had  k-l't  his  fatal  trace  — 

1  \vc  —  \vho  lnUL.rh«'d  an  hour 

A-  waiU-tl  with  sorrow,  drrji  and  sore. 


Could  \\  and  bier, 

At  tlia-  .ur  so  very  near, 

\\  '••  m-Yr  had  laughed  like  im-rry  I.:: 
r  trilled  with  such 


01 

f  beaut  or  man, 
in, 

I'l. 

••  ia  not  all  for  thee — 

•tared  to  be ; 

in. 

irtf 

steel,  an  I  grape, 

t  fully  wr 
.ill  our  battles  have  bc< 

I  aloof  and  weeps, 

ri,ii  - 

nous  fearful  calm, 

•  TW  \<f-  ,  I  i '    •    .  :  •  •  • 


.11.1 
Rain  .:• 

Phil  Sl;. 

\\  o  he  it  t). 

D  shall  MI,  tin -in  wreak 
and  Cedar  O 

Phil  Sheridan. 

IMiil  Sheri.lan  \ 

1  Kla«r  e'er  trail  a 

nnies  crowd  tin-  j-lain, 
ir  hosts  nhall  still  i  .    t<.  drca-l 

Phil  Sheridan  ! 

Phil  Sheridan  \ 

Wh<n'Yr  «»t'  thee  shall  1 

\\  •  '11  hurl  at  him  yen:  eek, 

i  attempt  to  slur, 
"Jl  crush  him  with  y«mr  \Vi: 
Phil  Sh.-ridan. 

Phil  Si, 

riiiK 

Upholder  of  t  \  ill, 

To  8Uch  a 

IM.il  - 
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Ian! 

uly  welcome  i 

rave  an<i 

••  bravest  of  the  breve  in  fight, 


i:.    11.    mi  i.  r-. 


LINES. 

TO   A 


,'t  was  bar.  1, 

• 

;iliws  wholly  the  truth, 
Tha  taken  a  \\ 

Being  reckoned  no  longer  a  "  youth." 

;-e  confewied, 
->nrse  U  the  beat 
That  a  mortal  can  powiibly  choose ; 

've  been  t 
Is  worth  far 
To  k  keep  off*  the  blues. 

•ravel 
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.liM  as  i.l.l  A.  lain  .lid, 

r,  M  bone  of  h'\n  bone. 

And  there  'B  one  other  verse, 
\Yhi.-h  I  »eed  not  rehearse  — 

I  'in  cntain  you']]  herd  the  command 
\V1,  iily  declares, 

That  the  chief  of  your  cares 
replmith  tin-  li 

That  you  Ve  mado  such  a  choice, 

•iijot  hut  rejoice  — 
Th;;  •  rfcct  I  knoxv  to  be  true  — 

'Ige  of  m 
fst  of  tr.-i 
An«:  that  knowledge  to  you. 


;  -  ,  ,t(.,lr  hoy, 
I  h«>|,t>  that  much  joy 
May  .in.l  youi 

May  your  sorrows  all  cease, 

1  your  pleasures  increa 
Till,  prepared,  you  are  laid  on  the  shelf. 

May  the  angel  of  love 
^ions  ab< 
And  brighten  your  life  to  its  end; 

while  otli  dear 

Come  to 
Do  n't  forget  your  lone 

:IIAJ>. 


il    .    T        TMI    I    11      •»    •,       It '..I    "f     T    I*    1  -T     \   I  Ml      >T     K  r      : 


'  yc  valiant  Bonn  of  Mam, 
Qone  to  fight  oar  righteous  wan, 

to  tfuar  -tar*, 

ur  Utc«t  l.r.-ath  ; 
•'  to  face  A  rebel  host, 
••  to  save  A  L'HI'OH  lost, 
to  /Mor^  it,  though  it  cost 
Untold  pain  and  death. 

•  rumor  of  aln 

•r  arms, 

or  words  you  need  not  plight, 
ight, 

Keep  onr  glorious  flag 

*ky, 
Swear  to  guar 

In  tii.-  h»ly  cause; 
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For  can  death  more  noble  be 
Than  when  fighting  foi 

In 

h  the  eword  ami  with  the  y 
At  <  >1.1  Ti  ami  I'-ennington, 

\\  |  ithern  hrag; 

Let  the  hireling  rebels  feel 

Till  tin-  trait'n-ns  knaves  >hall  1 
To  the  starry  Flag. 

Still  pi-  it  Mood-bought  fame, 

\Vhirh  D; 

Be  in  truth,  as  well  as  nai 

red  with  the  slain, 
-.ill  n«>t  have  lived  in  vain, 

ye  shall  gain 
Glorious  rewards. 

Wit  no  fears; 

;  ••aity  cheers 
For  our  Uni  - — 

gallant  boys ; 

II-  ting  that  :ne, 

With  a  glor!  ry  won, 

Long  to  share  its  joys. 


/AMI  A. 


Rakl  to  h*v.  t~n  on*  of  th« 

rlthtlliu 


The  n  lawned  on  /amia,  but  no  *• 

'if  still  «  i bled  o'er  the  grot: 

bloody  son  trow, 
lie  harbinger  of  woes; 
;>ped  the  towers  of  .th  its  rays, 

iU  gaze. 

;ill  was  »ilent,  and  no  >j  «>M 

d  the  bright  leafl.  es; 

i*  hloRsom  and  the  olive  fair 
Sent  forth  no  grateful  odor  on  the  air ; 
Not  e'en  the  wavelet  kissed  the  verdant  shore ; 

i"<l  as  ne'er  had  reigned  before  : 
The  air,  the  earth  an«l  ocean  r  breath, 

all  was  silent  a*  the  land  of  Death. 
But  soon,  from  many  a  home  among  the  hills, 
By  bountoon- 

y  flower 
•  of  nature's  wild  design, 

urly  hall, 
Poured  forth  the  ai  antes,  one  and  all, 

!lg, 

\e«l  noiselessly  along. 
All  sought  th'  Acropolis,  where  in  grandeur  stood 
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•ir  greal  and  only  god. 

Tlirn-  : 

Tin-  hapj.y  p'-a-ant  and  lii^  g lly  dame, 

ad  th«-  a^rd  1't. 
Tot'ring  at  •  grave, 

In  one  vast,  a 

t   >o].-mii 

When  all  to  /  !  vows  must  pay. 

At  l-'M-th  a  -li.Mit  r.-Ils  «.'.T  tin-  living  tl 

>•  mass  sways  back  on  • 

Forth  fi  1  with  pompous  show, 

Came  priest  an-1  prirstrss,  solemnly  I 

\vitli  linn  an  i 

With  l-M.k  from  which  all  :lcd, 

With  liopi'  aii-1  faith  r  '-ye, 

The  Christijin  martyrs  now  come  forth  to  die — 
6  one  an  aged  man  with  hoary  hair, 

irs  of  pain  and  care, 

>ro\v, 
Beams  with  a  In-:  now. 

A-  IJ«M  lit, 

Fairer  by  far  than  Zamui's  -laiiirht«-rs  a 

lionir  fai- 
Fathcr  and  ii 

.*!  love  of  i  r.-at  and  .)iil\ 

Mast  pour  their  heart's  blood  on  thi  sod, 

To  cool  the  anger  of  a  <jod. 

cry 
id  the  angry  - 


4 

t  ft  holy  • 

lingering  trac 
-orrow,  on  that  o! 

.11  id  bare, 

i  blood, 
•  ineA  a  crimson  Ho 

:'ul  strife 

!iind«  erect  once  more, 

•  i  111*011  gore ; 
ye  glares 

.-•arm?  and  gut 
Toll  t!  curse,  is  drowned; 

.ivy  fall  t  '*  fled; 

The  \  uj»«»n  the  alt.. 

^ands  gathered  there, 

With  shout-  air. 

. 

And  j  :'  guilty  f 

the  sea  there  cotne«  an 

••avens  grow  black,  and  all,  above,  l>- 

: IONS  an  the  realms  of  woe : 
nore  deafening  growt*  that  dreadful  roar, 
I  one  bef< 

. 

air, 
ahing  there. 


4»»  GREEN  MO 

'.i^htniiiir  with  it*  luri-i 
Tarns  fo:  lay, 

se<l!      til-' 

The  1  ilee  1" 

Toward  the  tower 

crashing  timl.ers  and  'mid  heaving  wall  ; 
Unconse  n  g  fate, 

Some  groping  wildly,  seek  the  city's  gate  ; 
A  few  rush  gasping,  and  with  hurried  l.r.ath, 

t  to  flee  t!  .tli — 

Fainting  and  falt'rin^  in  t!  LT  street, 

Iluti  .-niched  l.i-neath  tin-  living  feet. 

And  now  this  wild  distraction  km»w>  no  hounds, 
With  sinful  feet  they 

They  reach  tic-  temple,  and  the  ju-i.-^th.-od's  law 
No  longer  fill>  their  hearts  with  holy  a,' 
No  1  iheir  heath. -n  Lr"  1  n-vered; 

No  longer  are  tt  tear.-d. 

thin  they  ru-di,  and  through  the  sacred  door, 
Where  none  but  holy  feet 
Within  the>e  walls  high-mi  sea, 

The 

even  now  they  hear  the  ru-hin^  tide, 

1  hoilin^,  dash  on 

ir  the  whirlwind  as  in  deni-m  tones 
It  strives  to  drown  the  wail  of  dying  groans, 
They  hear  the  eartli-ju.i  hock 

Makes  wall  and  pillar  of  i\i< 
Higher,  still  higher,  comes  the  angry  wa 
Engulfing  thou>and>  in  a  watery  p-.i 

t  now  beyond  the  sea  fair  hope  has  f! 
And  dread  despair  is  \  :icad, 


twurp*  proud  rea-  .-, 

mt,  MtalU  al 

ug  flood, 

,  each  ma  >od  I 

now  the  work 

igainat  nun,  •.  »or 

tan  gore. 

i*>w  the  sea  ha*  riiten  till  it  laves 
Tin-  «iiiTfl  |>->rul  with  it-  ••  Living  ITSftl  , 
. 
Bear*  forth  a  hun<lre*l  t 

till  tho  temple  stand*,  gloomy  and  proud, 
IU  gray  walls  covered  with  a  sable  ll 

ancient  form ; 

»«  its  soolptared  dome,  now  i  spray, 

r  a  moment  play, 

than  bo! 
A  shriek,  a  crash,  and  Zamia  is  no  more  ! 

TV  dawned. 

DlSpi  ."M0fth:r 

tins, 

No  Ht  ••  ethereal  *tar 

The  (tun-light  fell  a  :i's  isles, 

I  woodlan 

i--clad  hi 

Harvests  and  her  hi 
tod  not  l>-  eye, 

-aw  the  1 

••  waters  in  his  hands, 
•ccan's  depths  that  sinful  la 
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In  t  .-ver  hallowed  in  story 

the  dawn  of  on 

ncllow  and  clear; 

a  cloud  dinum-d  tin-  1'iiL'htnesK  of  morning, 
Or  gave  the  good  rountn  i  ing 

aught  of  ion  or  danger  was  near. 

But  a  light  from  tl  «-ple 

he  news  to  the  pe<>j 

That  the  red-coat-  .idling  toward  I'om-ord 

And  a  herald,  by  desperate  ridii 
'.  eliding 
At  each  hamlet  and  farm-house  the  country  around. 

As  the  news  flew  from  village  to  village, 
And  visions  of  slaughter  and  j.il! 

•  >se  at  the  sound  of  that  ominous  \\<  : 
The  arm  of  each  yeoman  grew  strong 

breathing  grew  deeper  and 
A>  he  took  down  his  nr 

Thi-ii  partings  were  hat  ed, 

And  curses  on  tyra: 

•     Deep  curses  of  vengeance,  that  came  from  the  heart, 
On  the  army  of  British  aggre^. 
:  over  by  royi.i  "ra 

in  from  God-given  freedom  to  part. 

n  the  nn.rnlight  \va>  1 
Meeting  close  by  tl»e  church  on  the  old  villag- 
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i  powder  ami  in, 

Boon 

.it; 
11  tlu-v  I 

u!ea  in  atm-  v 

Twa«  then  that  tin-  ruthleti  aw. 

\\  and  be*t  of  the  ra 

he  wrote  on  our  history'*  pages 

e  can  blot  out  and  no  traitor  efface. 

arned  th; 
Hail  {-nt  in  tli<>  )i*-ait>  ion 

ath, 

sone,  sav«  ath. 


Just  <  years  have  I- 

wealth  and  in  power  has  progretted 

h  rapid  a 

oean  — 

; 


Intl.  s  upon  Ian  1  ,m  1  on  sea; 

;  floats  o'er  *  peopl 

•se  honor  in  blood  lias  he.Mi  plighted 
To  guard  and  defcixl  it.  the  flag  of  t 

isc  o'«-r  tlic  land  has  1».  ing, 

Vil.>  treason  has  taint.-,}  the 
BOO  hii:h-ex!ilt»'d  in  st.v 
Have  labored  to  ruin  our  nat 
Urged  on  by  t 

have  been  sir 
The  wealth  of  i  n  been  jilund. 


<  Mir  vc»»']s  1  .....  n  i-aj.tmvd.  our  tlair  hrc-n  d«-: 

For  no  n»a 
Except  for  not  joinio 

Our  freedom  been  scoffed  at,  and  ji,  led. 

Again  April  10th  is  beaming, 

And  the  nation,  a:  m  its  dreaming, 

Has  sent  forth  it  ;  .  eru>h  from  the  land 

All  such  as  would  rob  and  betray  us, 
By  such  as  still  swear  to  obey  us, 

Determined  and  willing  forever  to  stand. 

•  ugh  Baltinio]  ,1  and  411' 

Suspecting  no  hindrance  or  riot, 

• 

KMM  of  those 
Who  at  Lexington  routed  the  foe 

Are  marching  to  rescue  our  land  from  disgrace. 


Annas 

••«  a  foe, 

r  tlu»  blood  of  a  free-man, 

:    lllll.liri--  'lOIT. 

That  a  coward  and  trait 

i  Maryland'*  - 
a  iii-.l-  ••!"  inti  IK, 

Leatt  twite  devil*, 

Made  the  blood  m  tl»«-  heart*  of  all  freom* 

i.  like  c.i' 

>ui,  and  your  all; 
rebels  yonr  aid  and  pr 

i  meekest  subj 
^'•i  fortli  to  in  powder  and  ball  ! 

H  presented— 

!  — 
Be  brok  meats  by  traitors  and  knavea  ? 

land  whirh  i-  cv.  as, 

se  name  and  whone  farno  is  all  glorioas, 

_'ht  banner  waves? 


Shall  that  il.i-j  nn«lor  which  we  have  plighted, 

ist  ? 
Will  a  freeman  and  |».r 

ip  half  onr  land  to  an*-1 

scabbard  is  gathering  rust  ? 


-.) 

"* -tit  ion, 

Which  .1  up  the  old  Constitution, 

On  which  tin-  our  nuti<.nul  tal-rir  Is  ha- 

:>ond  which  no  t\  rant  ( 
And  which  u. UK-  hut  a  cowaid  would  • 
See  poll i.  Is  ami  .'.. 

Shall  ;  OU1   Wl 

>se  name  is  too  pun-  for  th- 
Be  calmly  sum-mi'  ami  kii;i 

Shall  we  premise  wo  will  m>:  •Mem, 

Of  put  forth  an  arm  t«»  arn-^t  th 

.  si-mi  their  foul  1"  Mioiiordi 

Shall  we  wait  for  our  i: 

;irm,  when  all  nations  an-  ;;a/.i!i«r — 

t-t  ami  tl.  ami  thr  Mrs  of  the  sca- 

At   tlii-   lali-1   so  rnvrln; 

1  both  in  son";  ami  in  ri 
iberty's  birth-place,  the  laml  of  the  t. 

Ah,  no,  for  the  war-cry  has  ^ 
On  justice  our  caus> 

Witli  <  rod  on  our  nothing  to  fear: 

In  no  holier  cause  can  •  tals 

Seek  entrance  to  heavenly  portals, 

Than  in  fighting  for  all  that  immortal-  hold  dear! 

Ay,  a  nobler  career  is  befon 

•  peace  shall  r 

id  bring  back  the  honor  which  miscreants  sto! 
:i  purged  of  all  tyrants  and  traitors, 
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ilrtj;.  him.' 

i  truth  a  free  nati 
Shall  still  1. 

•Ht  on  the  fftc.  irth. 

MBR.  M  v  »  :  R, 

if  «w  «U»T  A.  nc»ro»  or  HTM  r«KK. 


Ill  .D  LEAKD1 

•icmJ  Tf»vwU«  In  imitation  of  Box*.) 

•  TV  ol.l  time 

ue, 

ore  utooil  hore  of  a  distant  sea, 

In  ii*  pleasant  a  spot  an  y-  to  be— 

1  shrine 
ue, 

Wh«>M»  L'  ^*»  i«  look 

-ftiTaire  ilo  c<mr"  of  each  - 

a  sly 
•us  eye 

*  as  any-  way  t 

iit  in  th. 
I  is  also  known  ax  t 

a  <Urt, 
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ry  mortal  so  foolish  as  to  linn--: 
\\ '.thin  tlii>  same  temple  a  priestess  dwelt, 

10 

•  least  so  says  fame — 
1  just  imagine  how  she  must  have  frit, 
All  living  alone  in  those  holy  halls — 
An-i  D  I  lot  y«»ii  in 

To  one  little  i  i  a  sin — 

fcrs  to  b< 

That  ili<l  ono  propose 
To  enter  the  ll  s-:i, -n -d  p 

.  matrimonial  thoughts  intent, 

His  days  upon  earth 

Were  really  not  worth, 
In  mercantile  phrase,  a  sin  ent. 

Now  this  little  rule,  as  I  said  l< 
I  shonl  :  tr  bore  ; 

In  short,  notli  than  a  burning  shame, 

1  it  seems  that  tin-  j.riestess  thought  • 
one  ph-a 

re  chanced  to  wander 
Along  that  \\ 

A  youth  naniod  I.eander, 

on  my  word. 
That  jn>t  how  it  oecii: 

mot  take  If  to  say, 

For  these  am  t  out 

Exactly  how  the  affair  came  about ; 
But  though  shut 
by  some 


GREEN  M« 

young  bean, 

enough  t 
To  be  assured  that  those  little  dear*, 

••ad  and  ears, 

lie  joy*  «  -i<Une  state! 

Leander  lived  over  beyond  the  strait, 

across  the  water  there  was  n't  a  bridge, 
yet  10  much  aa  a  single  ridge 
On  which  to  wade,  in  his  heaven-ward  journey, 
Or  a  boat  to  be  hired  for  love  or  money ; 
as  he  to  get  over, 
Or  the  lady  to  see  her  ardent  young  1 

> ose  it  seems  a  great  wot 
ig  Miss  Hero  and  gallant  Leander, 
Could  manage  to  do  such  an  immense  am 

the  wooing  line, 

ii.l,  by  every  account. 

poorest  of  jokes, 
young  folks, 
Being  fully  bent  on  seeing  ea 

-ut  any  very  great  botl 

Now  these  of  old  story  were  of  the  rijrht  1. 
ig  valiant  ilrtiTiiiinod  of  mi:. 

AM  1  s<>  they  agreed 
That  i^ht, 

eh  a*  soon  a*  he  spied 

ide, 
inge  at  once  into  the  foaming  tide, 


:><;  01: 

And  swimming  over,  should  spend  t1 
hat  they  considered  KlvMan  l»o\\ 
belief,  by  the  way,  we  all  know  to  be  "£m 

I  bower  Elysian  being  th<>  t.-mj.I.'  of  mammon, 
in  this  golden  age  we  every  day 
How  very  M:  money  t< 

1  just  at  the  early  breaking  of  m 
\Ylu»M  no  one  was  nigh, 
His  coarse  to 

Back  tn  through  tho  HHlrsp 

For  you  will  allow  that,  "to  acknowh-d-ri.  the  Cor 
M  In*  (jiiitf  unploa 

iho 
Especially  a^  hU  lif« 


W.-ll.  in:itt.-r>  i.roLrn^^.l  for  quite  a  loi: 

In  a  lov  Miost  charming  to  - 

And  tin-  liapi-y  y  j.rimc," 

That  affairs  should  go  on  so  suinniiiu^lv, 
As  night  after  ni^ht, 
With  his  evi!  on  tlic  light, 
I.'-ander  passed  over  the  waters  blue, 
And  he  and  his  sweet 
Spent  the  moments  fleet, 
!i;ip[»y  communities  as  lovers  all  do. 


ppened  om>  ni^ht  in  stormy  Deceml 
(My  il  r«'!in'in 

When  the  cl  :), 

rain  and  the  si  •  ;ill  ••  iji  your  eye," 

ver, 
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.-ma  were  safe  in  bed, 

•use, 
Mi, 
80  an  : 

•oy, 

particular 

was  oat. 
water  was  coM, 
art  was  1 

•  •il  with  all  hi 

The  billow  was  rough,  and  in  that  -.IMH-  minute, 
\Vhni  \\v  MI  L'fit  truly  MJ  !,.•  h.i  i  j,  it  all  !~<>  -t  in  it. 

•  came  a  great  gust  which  i.l.-w  out  the  ! 

I  think  !  <>f  the  lamp, 

•en  seized  by  an  u  imp, 

lu  grasp  on  his  leg,  he  was 

ug  succeeding,  at  a  quite  ea 
>dy  was  washed  t-  ver, 

\vas  so  great 

the  .strait. 


can, 
Keep  your  beac  let  the  chap  go. 
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Just  a  lit  t'<...li*h  to  die. 


A  \YIHI. 

There  is  a  L«  t«  11. 

No  language  ever  hath  expressed  — 
It  throws  a  pure  and  holy  - 
r  him  wlio  weleon, 

There  is  a  Joy  so  calm  and  sweet, 
Nought  trout-  repose — 

.'.ln-ii  two  hands  in  union  n 
Together  joined  till  life  shall  close. 

There  is  a  Peace  to  mortals  «rivcn — 
A  Peace  the  faithful  only  know, 

A  holy  calm  akin  to  1 

When  hearts  unite  for  weal  or  P 

May  yours  be  this  Love,  Joy  and  Peace, 

As  onward,  hand  in  hand,  you  go, 

i  when  the  pulse  of  life  shall  cease, 
That  purer  bliss  earth  cannot  know. 

»v.  30,  lv 


A'ett 

ing 

In  t  !:«•  -  i  uv*. 

tone*  fair  and  \\\ 
Shrouiling  with  a  uliance 

w  of  death — 
••  sick  an 
ona  of  a  )i 

.:  to  the  1  anted 

1  where  griefs  are 

:ir, 

• 


I'll) 

' 

\Yln-iv.  with  ' 

To  tin-  lir>t  fond  w..rd>  of  , 


Now  lli«-  Min-li^ht  all  has  fa 
!.t\vly  d<>, 
Clothing  all  tin-  distant  la 

In  a  dress  of  sober  brown  — 
Draping  soft,  in  night  ami  darkness, 

all  and  cottage  health. 
Bringing  divam-  of  j.«'a<-«-  and  gladness, 
To  ti  .nth. 


.   lovrly  is  all  nature  — 
Sweetest  still  in  >se, 

Telling  of  the  good  All  -Fathrr. 

From  Whose  hand  this  ln-anty  llows. 
May  wet  His  dear,  crriiiLT  i-liildi- 

n  t-t  ili>  \«>icc  of  love, 
Till  it  leads  our  wandering  font 

To  that  brighter  world  al- 
Hyd.-park.  Aug.  1854. 


LITTIJ-:  BELL, 

O,  where  has  our  little  !'.< •!! 

Our  bright.  11, 

With  her  '  I\VM  — 

here  has  she  gone,  can  you  t«  11  ? 
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.ill*  th«*  *•• 

Those  tweet  charm  -ice, 

i?  say  why. 

ro  gleams  the  gold  of  her  ha 

roam? 
the  stair, 

The  thought — l»i»w  it  tin-ills  us  with  pain, 

ir  lu»arU  like  a  kn 
That 

all  wo  HOC  little  I'. 

The  flowers  above  her  will  grow, 
The  robii.  Ms  nest; 

•  the  flower  we  laid  un-lor  the  snow, 
ng  cannot  awake  from  her  rest. 

Hut  <  >,  with  what  full  hearts  we  pray, 
That  shall  be 

-»f  an  un  ay, 

\Vt«  shall  clasp  our  lost  da:  ,•  more. 


BEAKT  DC 

i 

. 

>gists  locate 
That  troublesome  thing  called  a  heart. 
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was  very  much 
To  1.  .us  sighs, 

Tlia  had  you  seen  • 

Twould  have  brought  the  salt  tears  to  you 

Ma  could  n.  >t  imagine  what  ailed  HH-, 

I'.iit  thought  I  was  in  n 
So  she  sent  in  great  haste  i  tor, 

\\  ho  ordered  some  jalap  and  \\ 

Bnt  this  did  not  seem  to  avail 

k  it  all  up  to  the  I 
For  I  kept  ri-lit  «.n  j 
At  a  rate  mO8t  alarum 

Now  it  chanced  1  know  more  tlian  tl 
For  whose  no>truni^  I  cared  n«it  a  j.in, 

For  I  f«»uud  that  I  always  !• 

When  I  saw  Charl'  y  .It  -nk  in. 

One  day  he  came  over  and  a>k<-d  me  — 
M  I  walk  to  the  tO  hill  y 

To  which  I  n 

\  ith-tan<:  o  ill. 

What  he  told  me  I  >hall  not  inform  you; 
Hut  it  wrought  a  nio-t  w..nd«-rful  spoil, 
For  when 

-  wlmlly  ,  ••••tly  well. 

I  have  ever  since  Ix-ld  tin-  opinion  — 

••  to  you  will  impart  — 
Thu 
In 


*  MOUNTAIN  POETB.  «;  ; 


Till  OF   in  [ILL, 


Writim  »t*l  <feUv»ml  at  IUrr«  AMihay.  April.  1MX 

Twas  it.  lark  and  Htill  —  the  silken  clouds 

e  drawn  o'er  nature  a*  the  sleeping  lay; 
guardian  angels  spread  their  table  shrouds, 

•  of  heaven's  lamps  away  ; 
• 

for  gain  the  day; 

ound  save  where  t  waters  sw 

in  iu  sleep. 

The  i 

IU  >  >'  watrhi. 

inpn  walk 

s  gone  !  \  •  nibcr  well  ! 

that  rec-  lo  or  say 

age  now  consummate, 
1  weeps  to  find  yonr  debt  so  very  gr* 

hat  ma*-'.  <*ad 

1  'osom  of  the  aky  ; 
and  panes  is  shed, 

• 
•  s  ago,  w. 

ill  be  a^ain. 


r,4  Gl:  T3. 

Hear  ye  a  voice,  with  tin  -it, 

Pronouncing  doom  on  this  giganti. 
"Before  the  measure  of  a  day  is  B]> 

Floor,  wall  sand  roof — one  general  wreck — shall  fall  • 
rillur  ami  pintle  fr<>m  foundation  n-nt, 

To  agony  or  death  shall  hasten  all  : 
The  tale  shall  flow  this  snow-cla«l  country  <>'• 
As  pebble-waves  expand  and  lash  the  shore. 

"  Whatever  power  may  listen  to  t; 

I  will  confront  with  all  my  fiendish  skill — 
I  '11  gorge  myself  in  di-aths,  I  '11  not  !••• 

Till  I  of  human  gore  have  quaffed  my  fill. 
My  Mastinjr  touch  shall  only  he  dela 

Till  all  convene  wh«>m  I  may  ho;..-  t"  kill, 

Then  I  '11  display  siudi  terror  through  a  ni^ht, 

:t  all  who  see  shall  sicken  at  the  sight  I" 

One  star  looks  through  where  vapors  scarcely  part, 
As  when  a  mother's  eye  doth  fondly  Warn 

On  the  pale  infant  cradled  ne;i  ;it, 

Then  shroud  tin,  nor  1  dream, 

tinjr  the  hour  for  sluml't-r  to  di-j 
So  closed  again  the  d  ht, 

And,  doubly  careful,  shut  out  all  the  light. 

The  hours  steal  on;  the  bleak  winds  haste  the  day, 

Which,  half  awak 
"While  night,  affrighted,  hurrying  away, 

Distnrl»  the  mists  which  on  the  mountain  In-. 
And  soft  Aurora's  rosy  finders  play 

irhiiper-prelade  of  •  .in^  hour 

Upon  creation's  organ,  and  the  throng 
Of  laboring  swains  prepare  to  raise  the  song. 


Among  them)  elotfter-roofn  a 

-«  near, 

A 

M§i 

.illi.lreiU 

;  .iiwer  nail' 
."  pyre  of  doom  at. 

The  belfry  calls  with  in  imperial  t.»ne — 

v  respond  ;ig  feet  below; 

•itep  an-l  smile  Approaches  one, 
Another  bowed  b<  ^nilt  or  woe. 

rotation  go, 

ilot  gossip  o'er  and  o'er 
The  tale  repeated  countless  times  before. 

Here  he  while, 

>  ne'er  again  shall  pass  the  cottage  door; 

t  on  cart 
vile  ns  .- 

MIS  of  the  danger  re — 

Poor  ;er  are  ye  spared 

to  heaven  that  ye  were  all  prepa 

ceases  then  the  din — 

' 
While  00 

:  »ors ; 

Some  t.)  their  j»-ril.  m  >fO  t-»  -MI  1  i!i.-ir  e.«urs,«  ; 


01: 


The  messenger  «>f  ruii 

And  on  the  i'ntal  j.illar  If 


their  ..rdi-r  k.  • 
1  m«Mi  like  dp 
Or  like  a  - 

,~h  on  ruin  wi:  ;il  ! 

Down  e  tiiniil.  i 

'I'lir 

Far  on  the  air;  the  giant  groans 

th  shuddci-  midc:  : 

One  instant  silence  —  t!  miful  m< 

Tlic  curse  of  passion,  ami  tin-  living  t,rr»»aii, 

hmiiMc  prayer,  .listinct  amid  all  these, 

•   the  rniji  il«.n<-  — 

.:<  which  iVi.ni  •  N  increase 

The  agony  of  friends  —  all  tl  MMM! 

be  mind  ! 

The  ine  whicl 

Courses  \vheiv  hai 

h  at  the  tale,  and  bear  from  door  to  door. 

Su^jiensc  which  >  any  a  heart  to  bleed  ; 

Echo  comes  wondering  at  the  iaK 

Flies  shouting,  a 

ltiuii>  tli  i(>  run, 

But  after  1  irun. 

Darkness  broods  o'  ith  lant.-m  dim, 

The  re-cue  .. 

\v  unhurt,  or  with  1  limb, 

ess, 


•II  gluutly  pile  ami  • 

«•; 
:  mi  hero  ami  there, 

red  pile 
i   havoc  •  !  t, 

*i-:lit, 
,— . 
lit, 

Soars  to  re  angel- 

in  iicll  ? 

M  most  partly  fail 

•HO  Ktill  li  -cape  their  toils — 

Heard  ye  this  boast  arm  shal  .ail, 

••  a  vast  a 

I  '11  triiinij.h  ti  itest  heart  shall  quail ; 

• 

fall, 
. 

: 

ic  sky, 

'-. 

Implore*  the  rescue  n 

The  laborera,  haMtonin<r  tliith.-r  at  the  call, 
Bear  <>a.He — from  mortal  all. 

They  a  slave ; 
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Bursts  off  tl 

:\\\i:  all  i 

(  Mh  ling  a-  tli.-  liauk  the  LM 

Leapin.  lie  signals  son: 

to  aagment  the  p<»  .r.-n^  ar«mnd. 

•he  song,  th'-  witli«-:  ar, 

The  firemen's  shout,  the  wailing  of  despair — 
O,  what  a  horrid  •  TC  ! 

all  licr  care; 
Lo\  toned,  denied  a  sin 

rate 
Mantled  with  fire,  forsaken  to  i 

Ye  shudder  as  ye  1 

XN'li-T.  ••  to  lt'ii'1  a  helping  1m" 

The  hr.t  ;ily  moved  with  M-inpat: 

Wlion  a,ny  perish  by  the  frightful  In 
Though  di>tant  fmni  tho  sc- 

What  tli.'ii  tin-  <iitV«MiiiLr-  "f    th: 
Whose  best  exertions  stay  the  llanu-s,  no  more 
Than  they  could  bale  the  ocean  on  t! 

Shut  up  the  scene — huiua:  1  — 

Count  not  tl. 

not  how  many  hoi  !.«-d  ; 

Bid  dark  oblivio  :h«-ir  pa: 

One  thought 

ne  mortal  prisons,  an<l  .ins 

-rr-iw  here, 
\\  ;!!  iwell  tl  us  of  a  b«  • 


i  more  severe  uncommon  blow, 

Descending  at  the  tllOttt  UnffOATuOQ  DOUr— - 

u  tl»  retamet  her  clay, 
ay." 


mi:  i  AMI.I;  \ 

•HH,  one 

wall 
all 

;i  of  th«-  fall; 
All  that  eo  ne  doom  of  men — 

B«*t  wrong  or  ri^'lit, 

. 

all  be  seen — 
Yea,  seen  ami 
\Vli.-n  He  fl. a  .  and  dead. 

I 

oal  ease; 

"     • 


All  i nil  nonces,  or  small  or  pi 

Each  several  life  con.  .tly  drawn 

m  ii. 

A  shadow  or  a  golden  V\^\\i  i>  c 

A- — good  or  bad — the  influence  goes 

•anier  saw  while  in  a  gn!  ing 

( M"  meadow  gT •< 
Ami  mountain  bold, 

people  you  n  L:  ami  old, 

\\  ,t>  jiictuivd  l»y  tin-  lens  with  it  ng, 

And  ho — the  man  of  art, 
And  genial  heart— 

j.oiutiiiLT  its  impartial  eye 
From  out  his  window  hi<_rh 
Upon  the  busy  city's  mart. 

Angel  rai  ail,  may-he, 

To  let  the  Dreamer's  soul  one  moment  see 
How  they  above 

Make  record  of  these  scenes  of  mortal  Lrn«'f  and  1 
To  make  him  feel,  and  fear,  1 
\Vln-n  all  above,  below, 
Shall  see  that  ;  Toll 

Unroll — unroll —  . 

Disclosing  to  tin-  \  ml.h-d  th 

n  art's  clear  character, 
Much  that,  if  now  r  he  could  not 

Augel  raised  tlie  vail,  may-be, 
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dare  to  the*, 

•n'«  own  Cadeleas  1 
i//) 
Khali  »ee  it  mo\  *  til ! 

met, 

1  read  to  •  irt 

Thou  scarce  wilt  need  tlu :  .  y  to  thec, 


0 rot ci  it  luttt,  THI  Mtanvo  Arm  tnt  natt  is  %!•. 

'«  snow  on  the  roof!— youn  i  >wert 

:-aM«d  all  its  sportive  and  ever-green  hoars — 
ts  of  ripening  blo« 
(  gloom, 

inkers  on  to  iu  deep,  dark  t 

Leaves  the  gr .  id, 

-ch§, 

A*,  :  ies 

To  weep  tears  congea  i  faded  eyes. 

's  snow  is  dead; 

.     '  '  •  •  -  .1 

mew, 

last  adieu. 


o  *B  snow  yi-ar  that  *s  gone 

LT  on 

M.  .loth  the   / 
To  tli«-  summer  *ky, 

i  tin-  1:1.1  id  him  down  t«i  die. 


TIII-:  MAV  YF.AK. 

ith  me  behold 

's  morning  dawn  : 
The  former  year,  so  dead,  BO  . 
Ila^  with  "lark  :iLr<>  ,Lrone. 

]•!  Aurora's  crimson  glow, 
^Yhidl  fades  before  the  day  ; 
Then  :  eacli  the  other  bless, 

th  ^li..iit>  of  pleasure  say  : 
u  A  ha]»py  day  to  you, 
^Yho  have  no  danger  to  fear; 

^  tl'Uc, 

A  ar !" 

On  western  summits  smiles  the  sun, 

Which  soon  shall  smile  on  t 
With  haj-jiy  lioait  and  sj-arklin^  eye, 

And  h.-alth  ami  merry  glee, 

•ay  the  coming  year  may  ,-hower 

Its  thousand  joys  along : 
Then  shout !  and  this  shall  always  be 

ng: 

\Vh«.  liav.-  no  ilanift-r  to  fear — 


OD 

fMt  T.I  CUM  09  ti.  II  IMI. 

tain, 

And  in.: 

: 

s 

The  day  we  long  1  ted 

The  rill  through  tlu>  \\ in.lin^  -i'-ll  mnhes, 

•  ii  mosses  and 
Now  . 

\          •  »-j.s  iii  the  shadow  — 

80  have  the>  >ca*on8  betMi  niunl 

The  si. 

i red  skies— 
Bo,  while  we  t  ur,  - 

eyes: 

urlaiul  o!  li — 

i 
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As  the  lessening  brook 

lea, 

nu'li  wh 

can  see ; 

So,  <1 

Unsh.ik-Mi,  tli'iiiLrj  ,-,vn. 

"  T  '>  jeweltet  crown." 


<:<>!)  SEES. 


Sometimes  the  guardian  an^'-ls  <-lieat 
'1'iif  mortal-  «>f  their  care  ; 
'•y  lead  tlj<-in  \vln-re  a  blessing  waits, 
Bliii'l-f<iM  :iml  unaware  ; 
Tl,  i  tlic  vail  away,  ,-in<l  shout 

O1er  thrir  Mirprix1  witli  L,rlee, 
1  bid  them,  in  all  future  gloom, 
Remember  —  God  can  tee  ! 


ON   LITTU:  Mol'NT  WAITSFIELD,  JUNE,  1 

I  love  to  sit  on  .rag,  % 

When  twilight  softly  nears, 
Aii'l  set-  tin.*  valley 

The  sun'-  tent  np-llow  sb 

'I'll-'    fltMl-lv    I'M].!    al'. 

I  love  to  watch  the  il.x-k  aii-1  h- 
Bu;  ;ht 


OR 

••  gay  aoagater'*  ha 

;i  that  tree,  n«iw  on  th 
•  or  harmony  afar, 

o  'to  watch  the  c<> 
'• 

>  o  of  One  above, 

Til-'   Mak.-r   Of   th.- 


I  love  to  »ee  the  tinted  bow, 

No  art  t  race 

•anvas'  face, 
ig  below  can  ever  glow 
Icstial 


^o  to  learn  of  i 
.1  the  earth  and  nK 

\M  '    1   ..... 

"jwcd  on  creature,  rock  and 
In  eat  i 

ire—all  I  see 
Con  hope  I  o 

Helps  do  madf) 

1  shade, 


OB 

1'-.  XXIII:  5    JEB,  II:  !••:. 

My^rnp  of  - 

I  sip  the  last  swallow  while  thirsting  for  m» 

,d    i»f  <_'lo<UII, 

.nit  behind,  ami  !••  '.In-  t<>inl>. 

Oh!  why  should  I  wander,  thn 

:  tuvin^  r« 
\Vhy  must  I  be  groping,  wln-u 

\Vhy  may  not  my  cup  be  o'eillow  ini:  to  ni^l 

• 

of  my  heart,  BO  deceitful  Imth  1 
I  did  n  -T  the  fracture  of  sin; 

hfl:i\iiiLf  t"  drink,  although  ready  to  faiiit, 

the     roinl  \\Lilo   1   utteir.l   r< 


O,  Saviour  f  •  •  the  murmurs  I  th 

\\\  :|.  is  relill.-d  Irt  me  hasten  to  drink  : 

by  i-rran-i 
11  to  rob  me  of  half  of  Thy 
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CLASS  or  1863,  BAXOOR  SEMINARY. 
e  ei<rht  brothers  abide, 


One  sleeps  u 

vorcls  at  their  H«le, 
Fi«/i  i  trusting  in  <  . 

whom  we  lo\ 


of  all  justif 
Be  'I'h.  .'.i  tli 

i«  retone  they  nrfi  with  a  will, 

k  uu<l  t  »rt«r  be: 

art, 

Lou  u  tuorc, 

—  go  Thoa  before, 

i  "• 
. 


iM^ht  1 

(  >n«-  sl,.,-|,,  mi  I.T  t!i-«  |p  1, 

Thre« 

B  hopes  that  we  share, 

1 
1 
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Tin:  LILY   \\n  i  PS  SHADOW 


A  jMirlii  ii-11, 

•••11, 
It  .  iml  the-  1  t  — 

s   foot  - 

When-  .lilting  trout 

To  s<  that  l.ii/./.-d  al.out. 

Within  a  little  grassy  n 

A  lily  forth  it*  \ 

Ami  hent  so  low  its  niudest  face, 
All  peerless  in  its  native  grace, 
That,  on  tin-  mirror  stream,  it  viewed 
Another  il.wvr—  -;•  militudo. 

v  lower  bent  the  lily's  <_' 
And  uj»  tlio  j)hant(»m  i.-c  ; 

hcautiful  tin1  itna^r  Lr 
The  lily  nearer,  nearer  <li 
rrill  —  as  its  mai'h'ii  lij»  was  wet  — 
The  lily  and  it>  cliarmiiiLT  >ha-h»w  i 

Aback  it  drew,  as  if  in  shame, 

Ami  ID!   th«-  phantom  did  the  same; 
Each  in-  iily  rejira- 

Ami  SOMM  —  as  willing  to  i  i  — 

A  new  advance  the  lily  m 

Returned 

Now  'reft  of  every  bashful  coy 
Companionship  bccaim  <y  — 

y  meet,  they  part,  as  if  in 


19 

»c«. 

I,  ihrrc  il  Inn. 

\va*  fain, 
1  n^nin, 

Til!  ,  ihry  L' .1 

•  ie  wave. 

:ke  oom, 

"»rn  Summer-flowers; 
image  ma 

••ives  a  pair — 
Lovely  in  .-re. 

•    '  i  • 

- 
Swt'i  core — 

• 
'  us,  oven  to  the  t 

Man  lily,  l»ou  \%-n 

rored  on  t 

ton  all  his  ta! 

•  littlo  hour. 


.MO 

\Y 

i  yield  in  sorrow  to  decay; 

J   l.reath, 

issed — float  down  tin-  rivei  heath. 


LINES 

\sordg, 
"V  tiiinn  talk  to  tho  *OR." 

Lo.  '  :it:iins  to  the  sea, 

—  Sea" — 

Send  their  greeting; 
\\ell  know  f 

'•tin^ — 

Witli  -.iir  fountains  llov 
\Ve  are  con- 
Real  cousins  to  the  sea ; 
O,  ye  billows  of  tin-  shore! 
As  ye  rise,  an  roar, 

Are  ye  not  the  mountain-billow 
Were  ye  not  in  days  of  yoi 
Send  not  we  tin-  lYr<jii«'iit  •_ 

Cry-tal  rivers  inuruiur  sea-ward: 
Swift-wiu^c.l  douds  return  on  hi^h: 
1 1  i;  ;  y  tO  C  we 

(  Mir  idatioi; 

Like  your  waves,  or  hiirh.  «>r  low, 
— !  HLrli — 

I  ..f  tin-  liilN, 


i'OETS. 
!i  perpetual  mow, 

we  too  are  green : 

<trt  cotuiiiH,  O  ye  billows  ! 
Real  cou*in*  to  the  sea, 
Boc  tame  ftn-i 

we  always  mean  to  be. 


HIM    JILIA    WALLACE,    *OW  MR1I.    J 

or  *AT»*I 

THI 

A  bark  hash 

1'rinco  is  at  the  helm, 

I  .tnporor 
ilin. 
•us  shoat  bursts  from  her  crew 

•ugh  foam  and  spray, 
Seek  shores  of  France. 

A  *  ••»!  haste,  comrades,  haste! 

11  on  the  strati 

Tis  1  .*  fought 

ry's  chosen  hi: 

'  Imrraa 

_r  arms,  an  .  >  raised, 

.»n,  fly  1 
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!  !    that  j.alli.l 
Has  worn  tli«-  Ix>n  (V 

sounds  i 

•  ids 


.  hi^li  aL'.<  arlikc  strain 

' 

And,  to  the  l.rcr/.e  in  triunij.h  iluiij/, 
O'er  Alj.ine  clilV  and  g 

unil, 

A  haughty  tor  t<>  <|uell; 
i.nL'K'-ii..tf  is  wild  and 
It  only  :  !!/' 

in  royal  I 

A  monarch  comes  —  the  triple  ci 
Free  from  the  "juthrred  d 

d  liim  not  tf»  the  halls  of  state, 

I'.ut  Ix-ar  him  where  yon  hallowed  dome 
I,'  arch  of  heaven  ; 

.  witli  tlie  rr(|iiiein's  jilaintive  swell, 
"With  «li  !••:«'  and  Mileimi  pra 
r  tlie  inarl'h-  hall- 
irone  your  monarcli  tl 

A    1  !  'Hi''-  !     I: 

Unliar  thy  i 


IOKT8. 

•ri»ot  thone  lip*— 
>ve  been  1  cased — 

l-er  now 

She  comet  not  • 

//•r  tonni  were  lightly  H!I 

\  o  been  one  thought — 
The  memory  of  the  d» 

,tay— ca  tn/rd  he  loved, 

.  state— 

An  i  ite! 

,  ,.j,s— tiiey  may  n-  ._jtin 

illowed  .1 
-•ant  ashes  place ! 

1  on  Aim 

"ne  changefal  frown — 
She  lived,  an<i  ucstowed  an  1 

>wn. 

»1  bowed 
nie'g  stroke ; 

>a<l  a  human  hoart — it  Mod, — 
roke. 

union-peal  burst  o  ave, 

>o|iin<r  ba  •••  shall  wave; 

W«  shall  be  a  purer  fame 

a  conqnerorfs  name ; 
'rave  be  deemed  a 

i.  than  t! 
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•;ilo  clnl.ii  in  haii-l, 

Moved  \vitli  §]  Land, 

ihed 

To  consecrate  h.-r  peaceful 
While  filial  love  one  tou.-liiiiLT 
Trace. 1  on  tin-  t»nil>  of  .losrphi: 

A  father  comes!   Haste,  princely  son  ! 

With  banner,  jiluine  an<l  la 
Lea  1  f.-rth,  to  greet  t  return, 

••  chivalry  of  I-' ranee; 
Ami  kneel  upon  thy  country's  sod, 

AiiiM  that  n<>He  band, 
In  loyal  pride,  in  filial  love, 
_ral  han-1. 

Hush,  hush  !  a  plaint,  a  voice  of  wail 

Floats  faintly  on  the  «lyin^  ^a 

Ami  throiiLrh  a  «li  ' 

AloiiLT  its  hiLrli.  it>  haujit.-.l  walls, 

A  si^h  peaks  of  doom — 

A  noteless  grave — an  early  t«unl» ! 

A  son  returns!  fond  mother,  c«- 

He  waits  thy  dear  car« 
Once  more,  upon  that  lofty  brow, 

Thy  lips  in  fondness  pr< 
•  of  the  |-;M,: 

The  chief,  the  mighty  : 

.t  clasp  a^ain  thy  fair-haired  hoy — 

Thy  youthful  < 

Ah  !  age  an<l  iose  eyes  ; 

1  upon  that  head, 


II 

i  raoogntae-— 

ad. 

what  a  .Ir-tiny  wan  h« 

. 
Whe:  !'H  path, 

. 

O,  was  not  this  the  dearest  drop 

it  Most  1. 
-\\r-l  ma  i,  we  tee, 

»ide 

.iiga, 
a  royal  group — 

A  :  r  .  .    .^TS! 

««il  an'!  lone, 

I 

llama's  dead : 

Death's  frost  1 -row- 

Is  no  sorrow  now. 

A  br  rnal  ties 

May  now  be  joined  again, 

fate  restores  the  brightest  link 

Kim. 
l.rave,  and  sisters  fair, 

A  n* I  meet  aa  erst  in  pleasant  bowers, 
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Island  li 

No—  id  Death,  i  AM  tell 

M-.l  in  vain  — 
The  weary  exiles  may  not  n 

In  their  childhood's  home  again. 

Napol  si  go  speak  t 

:ul  hour, 

be  Champ  de  v  ill  it  imt  prove 

A  spell  <>f  fearful  jiower? 
Will  not  a  shadowy  li 

From  field  and  mountain  ridge, 
From  \Yatn  !•>,>.  from  Au-tcrlit/, 

From  I.  I  bridge, 

And  whc.-l  in  airy  cchelhm 

in  i  .ass,  and  height,  and  plain, 
To  form,  upon  that  an>  ;:id, 

Their  scatter 

Go  speak  it  in  tin-  Loin  re's  halls, 

'Mid  priceless  v 
Will  not  eacli  life-like  liinire  from 

The  glowing  canvas  st ;. 

In  proud  Ver>ailles,  where  heroes  frown, 

And  iii'inarehs  rule  i:: 
Acr^  lied  lips  will  not 

A  startling  inuriuur  run  ? 

v  be 

1 

The  pencil's  living  ;  l.loom — 

rm  \\'.\*  fadi-d  in  the  toml», 


l-OEm 

tries, 
recklt-iu,  '.  -r  comes. 

The  I  '>m 

. 

M, 

Napoleon  comes!  bat  Moscow1!  spires 
••  oesjed  to  glow  with  hostile  fires; 
per  deep, 

HUM,   t«>\\ 

;  e  and  power  have  passed  away, 
Ami  i  .:  of  clay. 

In  a\\i-  ;in<l  rererenoe  In-!.- ; 

.••r  hero's  1 
fear,  and  hate,  and  riv  t 

i  — 

'•i  alarm, 
•  >  moans ; 

o»— 


88  TS. 

tilings; 

Rest  with  the  pc  thi-ir  kings. 

The  trophic!  marbl.'  proudly  pil«- — 

:ributi'  to  her  l.ravc — 
The  wa!  M:C  of  pilgrimage 

Sliall  !•••  Napoleon's  gr. 

ying  long  his  islan«l  tomb 
Amid  tin-  lonely  ft 

Ha-  :  tlio  treasured  dust — 

Sleep,  mighty  mortal,  sloi-j.! 

—  li-.'.uii 

Beneath  earth's  hmulilost  sod, 
Rest,  till  the  Arch;iiiLr«-'l\s  trump  shall  soiin.l 
The  summons  of  thy  <  • 


i.    i:.    it  \M.AI:I»,    A.   M. 

PRINCIPAL  Of  WOODSTOCK    HIGH 


TO  A  BUTTERFLY  IN  CIIl  lidl. 

\Vhy  iliest  thou 
Where  mortals  worship  here  below  ? 

Thou  needest  not  to  bow 
ayer,  nor  praises  to  best 

Thou  fcelest  not 
The  guilt  tha  iie  human  heart; 

Thine  is  a  bettor  lot, 
In  man's  disgrace  thou  ha-t  no  part. 


all  days 

me  for  rwt; 

r  prmine, 
Whet,  i  coinen,  u  .  to  blest  ? 

hooghl 

And  yet  wo  think  >t  no  wrong. 

The  <• 

i  we  sometimes  dream, 

•rife. 

razed  at  t 
bought  t  i  tcorm  ha 

Like  ran*. 

iy. 
a  lesson 


IM)  GI  POETS. 

May  we  ari-»e, 
And.  on  wind's  1 

And  dwell  iii   ' 


STi;i:\v  FLOWEB 

("  DECORATION  DAT/'  MAT  30,  I860,) 

Strew  flowers  on  the  soldier's  in .1 

For  he  bravely  fought  and  fell, 
That  freedom9!  l-'la^  might  forever  wave 

O'er  tin1  land  we  love  >o  well. 
And  he  willingly  die.; 

•autiful  homes  of  o 
So  let  us  adorn  hi*  lowly  urrave 
With  garlands  of  choice^  (lowers. 

Strew  flowers  on  the  soldier's  grave, 
For  he  left  home.  and  all; 

.d,  among  the  bravest  of  th« 
Went  forth  at  his  country's  call; 

And,  among  the  foremost,  fell  ! 
And  these  sad  Mem.. rial  h 

Let  us  gladly  use  of  1  11, 

While  we  strew  his  grave  with  flowers. 

Strew  flowers  on  the  soldier's  grave, 
For  his  heart  beat  fast  for  the  fray, 

A-  he  saw  tli 
While  In*  Inn 

boldly  h--  font, 

And  he  reeked  u.,t  sun  i.or  >li«. \vers; 
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'*  a  *!it I  name  uj> 

v  flowers  on  the  soldier's  grave, 

t  we  can 

ice.  Death'*  icy  wave 
iew; 

lay, 
1  .-antifu;  m  oars; 

-  well,  while  here  we  BUy, 
To  •••  his  grave  with  flowers. 

v  flowers  on  the  soldier's  grave, 

:«>odly  Uiui  that  he  died  to  save, 

•re. 

-place  be  kept  gr« 
Ui:t  .irUofou 

ie  celestial  sheen 
.  of  Immortal  .Flowers. 


11  1111.  1.. 


Ha!  the  1>- 

Bee  the  la  Uses,  all  tog«  ; 

Busy  feet  are  moving  —  -n«»  still; 

Still,  and  yet  ao  noisy,  Qj  Mouse  hill. 

Play-ground  is  forea!  ts  are  all  snspended- 
Hoop,  so  nicely  trun 

Ball,  or  hn  :  drill  — 

I  all  arc  n  use  hill. 
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fnmi  far  they're  OODUng   -road,tticl  lawn,  and  wildu 

.  voeal  witli  the  laugh  of  childhood* 

y  are  they  tupping,  ill  at  case,  until 
With  their  mates,  they  E       -.l-hoiise  hill. 


See  the  ruddy  faeev.  f,,H  ,,f  \\\,-  an.l  1-eaiity; 
Mark  the  bosoms  swelling  with  a  sense  of  duty. 
Innocence,  how  gentle  !   Lore,  that  fears  no  ill, 
Boldly  march,  together,  up  hill. 

Men,  whose  deeds  of  h  iiall  win  them  glory; 

Men,  whose  praise  shall  ever  live  in  song  or  story; 
Men,  wh'  'ts  shall  thrill;  — 

Men,  to  be,  are  going  up  the  School-house,  hill. 


Women,  whose  devotion  not  eYn  death  ihl 
•  attaiuin- 

th'-y  so  well  fulfill;  — 
.en,  such  are  tripping  u;  ...use  hill. 

Lovely  scene  !  inviting  poetV  res  — 

Youthful  minds  enj  --arrh  lor  hidden  treASC 

er  searching  vainly  ;   4t  \\"here  tl,  \  ill 

There's  a  way"  —  a  sure  one  —  nj  .1-house  hill. 

Let  the  bell  keep  ringing  —  ringing  in  the  nmr: 
Hinging  f»it  its  matin  :  timely  warni?. 

ing  f»r  the  -ch-.-.l-hoys,  like  a  clarion  shrill; 
Calling  rosy  school-girls  up  hill. 

Ye  who  gaze  endi  r 

Ye  who  list,  with  rapture,  to  some  mellow  ditty  ; 
Ye  who  hear  rich  mu>ir  in  the  warbling  rill  — 
Go  with  me,  in  fan  hill. 


M 
ro  in  lionH'lf  rejoiow; 

trill 

i 


II     \\ 

(  Dm  ArmiL  24,  IMfc) 

•ssy  l.un. I  is  -till: 

1  ••  will  March  in  vain 

place  to  fill : 


Tin:  i-\(  in.    i:\n.\\ 

v.iy  shall  be  tin 


Ih»f"  —  the  wondrous  thoroughfare 
:  e  uf  tliat  aei 

I  are 

t    iream 

Rare  common  M-n--  an, 

^OIH!  — 


HI 

And  lo!  by  :  11  and  care, 

Tlu«  work  with  rare  succcs 

.  yet  to  be,  will  share 
lessings  wliicji  shall  e'er  abound. 

Across  a  continent's  expanse, 

The  lengthening  track  n<.\v  runs  se. 
O'er  which  the  Ir..n  HMI>,.  shall  jua 

So  long  as  earth  ami  tii ml>, 

His  course  extends  ir« 

From  where  Atlantic  billows  roar, 
To  where  the  <jui<  ' 

Beside  the  far  Pacific  shore. 

Proud  commerce,  by  Atlantic  gales 
Tossed  to  and  fro — her  ca  t  — 

"Will  gladly  furl  1.  iils, 

Ami  o-lide  across  a  continent. 

Through  smiling  valleys,  hroa«l  and  free, 
•  r  in«»unt:i 

Her  hall  swift  ami  peaeefu! 

Till  she  has  reache-1  the  fartbesi  \v 

And  e'en  the  treasures  of  the  I 

Inverted  iVoiu  their  wcuiteil  trark, — 
AVitli  safety  gained,  with  >; 

\\"}\\  follow  in  h-  -  hade. 

\\"ill  share  another  triumph,  won. 

That  links  yel  eloi 

^tin ! 

•lay  with  joy  we  L: 
May  Faith  al-ound,  n.  increase, 


N 

And  in  Ljhway,  now  complete, 

I;,-  tin-  gU  t  i ..i:  i  ing!  r     :  I'-  •*  ••  ' 
bleat  th-  prove 

c  of  greater  good  in  store, 

:lll    lived   th-   law  Of  Love, 

Hhall  IcAru  war  no  more. 


or, 
Upon  iU  part 

tve  graced  the  fairest  bower, 
Or  spotless 

It  bloomed  'mid  flowers  of  vn 

That  its  forest-bed, 

The  sun,  and  shower,  and  gentle  dew, 

Its  fragrant  bear. 

The  whippoorwill  and  mourning  .dove, 
image  gay  an 

tales  of  love, 

these  flowers  forever  bloom 

.  r  ami  t:-' 

1  throng, 
Ali,  ii"  :  like  -  sweetest  song 

Kllll  son:: 
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tin-re  are  nc\ 
1  songs  that  «• . 

Aii'  the  skies. 

Oh,  chiiri>h,  wers, 

For  they  are  symbols  giv« 
Their  beauty,  fragrance,  vocal  powers, 

typical  oi 


rr          -  OF  is 

Hard  times  is  now  tin*  mournful  theme, 
Of  speech,  and  thought,  and  nightly  dream; 
\Yhere  dollars  were,  are  no\v  hut  dimes, 
In  these  distressing,  mournful  times. 

The  lawyer  grasps  his  client's  1- 

engine  pi|  uournful  glee, 

A<.  \-.  !  distance  far, 

drags  her  empty  railroad  car. 

The  bank 

Except  t.  .nt ; 

\Viiile  men  of  wealth  1 

living  how  to  mee:  .per. 

want's  clerks  1  r-ale, 

\Vli<>  D«ver  handled  axe  or  Hail; 
And  ine 

•  •p  and  d 


-tore 

A. -.»...  i  ii.«-  «  Omiuu  ol  i..u  :  &M  •- 


m  to  m  Ren  »  iu>. 

V  ,  October,  1800. 

In  an  age  like  the  prt*<  t  all  will  a^ree 

ami  to  h. 

•r  newi, 
amuse  : 

\ve  all  »re  al> 
r  me  or  for  n 

ill! 
all. 

«•  that  has  n't  a  flu 
Some  iliMnal.  dark  corner.  \\  : 

ve«? 


tchall,—  for  I  tliinL  loar 

That  'era. 

I 
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i 

«u-  in  -t 

a  Green-Mountain  air  ;  so  I  im-i 
To  su.-peet   I  1  .juite  o, 

an-  OOTtl 
.£  bare  taken  -lowii,  an  1  \  urn-barrels  a>sail«-«l  ! 

.••  Law.  moxt  unjustly.  a->  vine   ;  .nk, 

Makes  it  4'  unomxtitiit 

B  out   of   the   \'. 

Ami  yet  n.  '//.  for  'ti>  on 

That   1  sa\v  ono,  lik-  ,'inc, 

Ami  I  sai  •  T  —  "He's  clear  over  ti 


-well,  I  half  wNIi  I  were  back 
B  Hopulilicanistn  makes  every  t: 

Oow-Boys" 
arc  fewer, 

:  Democracy's  doom  is  both  i«l  sure. 

Here  are  I  '  .  \iucric.i 

nblicans  —  well,  a  rcsp«  ire; 

Ami  l\!e«-tiinj  will  hrin^  sm-h  a  "  s.juall,"  I  o\>'. 

,!i  <li'l,  wht-n  Lfl  ..ne. 

•  '-rlia]"-  I  mistftke,  for  no  prophet  am  I  : 

Little  versed  iu  the  "Siirns  of  t;.  -ky. 

'en  nou>,  may  be  clearing  somewhat, 
I'm  the  papers  all  say  that  M  "g8"  are  no^  - 

i^ood  to  !•• 
An«l  after 
Unles- 

.11  have  sent  it,  by   I 


'•'• 

i  he  dmy 

:.iw, 

railroad*  Mow. 

There  are  lawyer*  to  spare,  ami  tome  in-  lie  Rockt  ;M 

>r*  a*  pit  |  clock*. 

KM,  U>  put  Oft  thf  «A*ft*, 

-•re  every  thing  flo*Ut 

•  Nhrvwdtftft  one*  come  : 

ite, 

>  learn  both  to  labor  and  u 
•.  a  trial  of  patience — a 

:iO. 

>reign  accents  and  curses, 
^axe  has  been 

•:i  iii.-lii::  .its, 

elated  onr  ears  \\  mellowest  notes: 

verse  occa 
To  make  all  our  action*  town 

-ten  to  close,  by  snbscril     -   in  tine, 

obliged  Con-expo:  •  Line. 


Again  is  heai  i  t 


LOO 

'lies 

Full  many  n 

lay, 
An  'ing 

Iinj  tin-  fray, 

lint,  while  there  still  h 

Courage  without  alloy, 
How  lit!  moiis  — 


From  hill-side,  vale  and  glen; 
From  li«  •    ..-hings 

Make  oa  :nrn  ;  —  ' 

a  Land  of  heroes, 
•'.rm  and  foarh 

Destined  to  deeds  of  valor  — 
The  gallant  NINTH  VI-.KMONT. 

II'-'-d.  then,  your  country's  summons, 
With  hearts  as  stout  and  hrave 

As  ever  beat  with  longings, 
A  nation's  life  to  - 

Down  \ 

lit, 

i.t. 


un 

Down  whfro  Potomac'*  waters 

od; 

Yet,  when  .UTH 

Fac«  >a«  fire  Ami  flood  t 

lartyrs— 

•  •'*  Mill*. 

Show 

MoanUi  M  you  came; 

Atui'l  tli«%  ' 

••'«  st tinning  noise, 
SnsUin  t 

Go  \v  .in  purpo 

To  t  ay; 

;i  tlio  wishoil-for 

I  ,• — 
Do  w!  yon; 

Ditpenae  -  TH, 

S..  win:.'  tl>i-  rightaooi  •  onfliot, 

That 

\ 
M« 

: cafton — 
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Resolve,  At  <  ml, 

D  t..  main! 

all  ..ur  I-'atli.-rs'  .  I 

:n  all  Oj1].ics>i(,n  f. , 
On  firm  u — 

i  ICE  and  I 

Dear  ones  at  home  are  praying, 

And  Lidding  y..u  • 
Rejoi.-rd  t«.  find  you  ready 
In  this,  tin-  i  .-ed. 

Tli'-n  onward  t»  tlu- 
Be  forenmst  in  tlu> 
ike  har.l  for  Trntli  ami  Fn-».,l,,iM, 
(iod  wi!: 


MISS  M  u:v  \v. 


\V.\ITI 


j-ilnrr  \v. 
•  lit  li'-r  ; 

An«l  lightly,  through  t;  aves, 

Th-  ing  breezes  play. 
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,  an  wh«yi  with  kiwcs  ! 

forehead,  fair, 

!•  sadly  waiting  there. 

k*  how  one  year  ago, 

iy  grew  l.i 
\Villie  bout  hi*  pnnid  ln-a-1  ' 

kissed  her,  u  good-bye/'  at  the  gate. 

How  gaily  he  fpoke,  as  he  turned  away, 
vear — yon  11  rem«M 

One  little  year !  and  waiting  n< 

y  grows  late; 

The  soft  breeze  kisses  her  aching  brow, 
As  she  waits  for  him  at  the  gate. 

_r  and  waiting  at  the  £a 

^hadows  «  ire  near; 

uriuurs  '.ate, 

will  soon  be  here." 

poor  heart!  and  still  thou  may'st  wait, 

ith  are  near, 
Till  tl  late, 

-s  on  a  trampled  plain 
•st  wait ; 

never  more  m..  o  again, 

meet  thee  at  the  gate. 
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we  will  hope,  on  a  blissful  plain, 

. 

1  that,  when  1 

An  ill  cease  to  w 

That  he.  up 

May  meet  lii.-rt  at  the  g 


THOUGHTS  OF  A  CJONVALE8CENT. 

I  thank  Thee,  n  (;,„!,  that  eye 

May  look  once  more  on  the  pun-  liln«« 

That  again,  with  r  !  -«•(>  iinr<.ll<',l 

The  -  ILT<>,  with 

And  I  ira/.c  till  my  eyes  are  N  ith  tears, 

At  the  in-  ; 

Ami  my  childhood    :  :i>hin^  1- 

To  {• 

Till  forms  ,md  >j.iri: 

Seen.  /linir  li.Ljht  ; 

And   I   fancy  tin-  BUI 

The  portal  of  I ' 

And  listen  almost  to  cutch  tl. 

\Vhi  it  o'er  tli 

I  hear  ajrain  tl 

( )n  the  dear,  familia 

Thi"  >  day, 

^|ieriiiLr  i  'ay; 

i^as  I  gaze  on  thej. 


ra.  in:, 

.irt, 

I  one  whoM  % 

Can  *ky'«»  deep  blue  ; 

»«e  eye  with  rupture  doe*  n 

••p,  ecaUtic  thrill, 

Can  I  liill : — 

; 

••-I  that  !:!'••  must  be, 
i«  the  Humid'* 

iii.l  laii^hiu^  *ky 

redeye; 

MXm*btMn*i  silver  at^d  the  aunsefs  g<> 

row, 
ay  wander  now; 

my  hair; 

iy  face, 
o  sickness  ha  ice. 

•.nit it'nl  tlowern ; 
•!»e  dmy«  of  pa 

.    . 
Forgotten  be  all.  t  eye 

looked  ••  luc  sky. 


KM; 

nil:  \  - 

;-  dream 

To  childhood  ^  yes  ; 

A  gentl.  .  roam, 

On  whh-h  it 

ark,  which  sn  -  ,l.,th  hear 

Float-  on  it>  MI  r  lace  calm  ami  still, 
All  fimii-hril  with  a  it 

And  Lr'ii<l«''l  1'V  a  lather's  skill. 

In  youth  tin  L'n'wn, 

I!u-hi'>  with  licji'lloirj 
(  >'«•!  thrratriiin-  .1  ;u,,l  st> 

Beneath 


l»ut  linn  tli<-  liami  tlint 

V«iuth's  1. 
The  dark  surif.  !iu, 

Is  !  his  ear. 

Hope's  i  jlit   i>  1,.  ,>n, 

II.  T  rin  n  voice  ' 

While  loml  ahov( 

I'ame's  clarion  call  rii 

•lark  IT  i 

iiiLT  through 
Th«.-  vivi-1  li 

h 


rs.  in; 

Fan; 

: 


Seem*  t 
Whci 

•  •  weary  voyage  cease, 
Upon  life'ti  ; 

••'.My  to  i  ace, 

1!  d  bark. 


\  <  ,l.<  »i;i<  »l  -  \'I« 


i  the  land  on  wings  of 

>  has  spr< 

•  >or  of  a  c  «wt 

; 

nan  pal.-. 
A  ;>«. 

t  a  fair-haired  boy 
in  accents  sw 

joy, 
As  he  looks  > 

ro  a  ceaneless  tide  of  c.. 


ins  01: 

Wh 

1  the  bugle's  warlik 

And,  will  with   j..y,  t;,  iout 

.  tin-  sta: 

ii  to  all — 1 

Rejoice!  for  another  field  is  oui 

A  glorious  riotor] 
Another  blood-rod  plain  l>apti. 

\Vith  deeds  of  valor  done. 

More  joyous  still,  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

Sounds  the  deep  cannon's  ?OK 
While,  waxing  loud  and  louder  still, 

Swells  the  glad  cry — Rejoice ! 

And  the  hoy  does  n«>t  kii"  inis  again 

On  the  street,  hi-  ni«rer  eye, 
That  hi*  fJmt  IcttUjM*) 

Beneath  the  Snutl 

But,  witli  .  the  mot) 

And  turns  from  the  crowd  sur<_nn<r  i, 
As  the  joy,  welling  up  tV«.ni  juhilant  h«-;i 
Jars  sadly  on  her  ear. 

AVith  face  upturned  to  the  pitying  §] 

She  sits  uiihci'din«r  th- 
AVhile  still  that  wildly  echoing  cry 

Comes  on  the  evening  air. 

And  the  •  als  of  the  merry  hells, 

With  their  -timiii:  inusi.-  come; 
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lit, 


•I    -I   MMI.l:  II  AT 

I     \M 

•  X  akiea, 
><r  scene 

tin, 

•ires; 
half  aki 

a  the  earth  again 

•  irt»  in  t!.  .rlit, 

iin 

are  now, 

May  In-  i-l.isr.l  in  ilrulli  t>i«-  tln-ii. 
i  tho  >»ft  .luno  breezo,  \v  ki*se*  my  brow, 

. 

ik  h«»w  *  eyes 

scenes  of  ear 

1   tin-   IT  i 

Mhood's  hours 
i  pleasures  sweet, 


no 

— T<>  tli 
Shall  <!• 

:nl> : 
it  as  glorious  as"  now  shall  be  the  skies, 

And  tin*  sunshine  just  a 

although  our  < 
May  be  cloti  ,.p. 

— To  think  !  •••ut  at  the  hoard  and  h 

i  ore; 

1  in  all  the  joyous  BC61  .rth 

\\e  inn-t  iiiiiiLrle  never  in. 
And  oh  !   that  we  inu-t  1..- 

Or  reincinheird  only  as  dead  ; 

The  j.lares  that  1.  •    iiall  know  ns  i 

And  \\'e  in  ohlivi<>n  he-  laid. 

i  though'  B  alone, 

,  ink  iVoin  death  : 
Bnt  unknown — 

'I'liat  dark  ab\>s  which  death  . 

The  future,  none  can  1 
\Vith  its  scenes  whidi  lie  all  nnrevealed, 

Till  «leath  the  niv-tery  >li 

These  are  tl  iandi  th- 

That  t«>  the  In-art  in  :  ak, 

And 

And  a-   I   niu-e,  : 

Seems  the  ea 


Ill 

th  a  dark  «i. 


TIM:   \\\ 

lay's 
uc; 
•jf, 
ludiance  thrown, 

I 

all  that  conaecrated  ground — 

'«fl  my  \\-  pain — 

:  ICKS  dark  despair, 
on  my  brow  I  felt,  agu 
ng'n  soft  i  air ; 

poor  brain  ca 

to  erase. 

•  before; 
ree/.e  pla  y  sweet, 

^s  wild, 
fearful  fin. 


na 

It  was  ji  ad  ! 

O!  what  a  r.»  'mil 

Of  deep,  aim  joy, 

My  whole  ex 

It  earth'^ 

Could  he  not  in  th.vu  share; 
O,  w.  —it  eould  nut  be! 

ill  not  be  so  fair! 

No,  it  was  all  a  wild,  dark  dream, 

Which,  throuirh  th<>,,.  ,,,  >nths  of  pain, 

.--•jtlity  ha 

To  my  delirious  1,: 
.  1,  grateful  tear-drops  iilled  my  eyes, 
Long  sealed  in  dark  despair. 
Which  now,  up  to  tin-  p'ire  Mil- 
I   raised,  in  heart-frit   prayer, 

Within  its  radiant  d--  >•  shone 

Joy's  df 
\\'hen,  as  by  chance,  <>n 

A  new  grave  at  ray  si 
Then  a  wild,  low,  half-uttered  moan, 

And  a  shudder,  thrill* -d  my  frame — 
O  God!  upon  the  lett»v 

I  read  the  loved  one's  name. 

more — for  a  mi-t  and  a  deathly  pain 
Came  swimmi'iiLT  «>Vr  my  eyes, 

And  a  scene,  which  fired  my  m  .  !-rain, 

Bef  "!n«'d  t-»  rise. 

A  field,  all  drenched  with  human  gore  — 
The  dashing,  murderous  steel — 


'.:.:   D    K<  U.'M   '>.:•    i     'I.i* 

My  aching  flight  could  Me  no  more, 
•I  and  reason  reeled. 

•i  as  the  sunset's  ro*y  light 

• 

1  nature  tank  to  rett. 

:li  her  pale  an  : 
Game  slowly  up  the  skies ; 

myriad  fUra,  on  the  brow  of  ni. 
like  angel*'  eyes. 

ie  shadows  which  fell  upon  ray  heart, 
That  ray  less,  hopeless  n 

-  gloomy  shade  will  never  part, 
NeV:  •  hope's  fair  li 

For,  whether  I  look  on  the  star-gem'd  sky, 

the  sunset's  hoes  of  gold, 
There's  ever  before  my  spirit's  eye, 
That  fearful  scene 

has  faded  from  the  earth, 

of  my  heart  went 
And  darker,  now,  at  son 

Upon  10  shadow  tin 

tin  ill  runs  through  my  bran 
Anapii!.  .••  lettered  sto:. 

cm  to  read  that  na 


Ill  GI:  POETS. 

PK1.KTIAII  PERKINS,  I  MY  DAE1 1 .1;." 

'1  the  gal  that  sits  in  the  ri. 

S,|iiir« — 

Of  course.  mob  -ma-  I 

'nt  have  failed— well,  that's  Sally,  my  da 
-  cheeks  are  as  red  as  a  rosy  full-Mown  ; 

.  jn-t  the  \\hite>t  that  CV.T  were  sh«" 

:  hrr  liair,  like  tin-  1 t>  ..I'  the  I'ar^-n.  ,|.,th  >hine, — 

0!  she's  handsome  and  smart — tl.  «>f  mine. 

I  'in  not  quite  a<  rieli  a->  I  M  like,  t«>  be  sure, 

But  you  neeti  'nt  n  .  t  me  «l«»\vu  \  • 

To  be  sure,  all  we  1  hanl  an 

But  t  tiling  too  good  for  Sally,  our  da: 

I've  bou-jht  her  a  \\at.li.  and  a  ! 'rings, 

A  hat  full  offoftthere,  and  lots  of  sicli  things; 
And  if  you'd  heli.-vc  it,  why,  only  la^t  fall, 
I  sent  clear  to  I  a  shawl. 

I  sent  her.  f/irrc  terms,  to  the  villa 

Where  she  learned  French,  and  music,  and  drawing,  by  rule 

D  I  bought  her  a  peanny,  richer  and  smarter 
Than  the  one  the  Deacon  has  got  for  hix  darter. 

"With  fingers  as  li\  M  l-inU  in  .June, 

She  plays  her  peanny,  and  rattles  a  t 
No  w<>  1  round  here,  are  a 

My  Sally,  my  beautiful,  ros\ 

It  's  really 
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>*mae  won  •,  ami  arter, 

'io  good  of  my  darter. 

when  they  ooroe  c  <.\  alien  on  1m 

Ji,  any  secrets  are  planned; 
•   ui  allrm  arrange  to  look  a 
All  iiiAtti -m,  peruining  to  Sally,  my  da 

And  \*  ••'«  a  concert  or  epellingnikale  r«- 

irv  nil  f« 

men,  all  the  richer  and  smarter 
Are  tare  to  come  round  to  carry  my  darter. 

!  keep  away, 

1 1  or  by  day ; 

'11  learn,  it  's  no  easy  matt 
uary  chaps  e'er  to  carry  my  darter. 

<•  wms  Sullivan  Smith,  the  Postmaster's  clerk, 

rat-tail  in  and  dandy-like  §Uii 

I  swelled,  like  an  extrafied  dose  of  crcamUrtcr — 
>ure  he  could  marry  my  darter. 

Hut  .». •!•>!. ii  nn-1  I  were  allers  ar 

ro  was  the  chap  that  called  his  name  Carter, 
And  as  handsome  a  feller  as  courted  my  da 

(rot  alon  and  planned  up  one  ni 

To  run  off  and  got  man  day,  before  1 

But,  when  to  the  Parson's,  next  morning,  went  Carter, 
He  M  got  my  old  woman,  instead  of  my  da 

re  was  Johnnie,  the  son  of  old  Deacon  Grimes — 
He  came  to  see  Sally,  a  nutu  mas; 
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aint,  to  be  sure,  a  frllrr  that  V 
But,  still,  I  could  n't  think  of  his  marrying  my  darter. 

She  had  some  rich  offers  —  a  good  e  — 

Mattering  ones,  too,  for  a  poor  man  like  me; 
But  never,  for  gold,  would  I  willingly  i,al- 
Like  a  piece  of  dry  goods,  dear  Sally,  my  darter. 

«•  's  a  young  CapUin,  now  stopping  in  town, 
At  home  on  a  furlough  —  1  think  from  a  wound  ; 
They  say,  in  the  army,  not  a  officer  's  sma  : 
And,  I  rather  expect,  he  '11  propose  for  my  dar 


She  is  going  with  him  to  the  concert 

You  know,  I,  of  course,  should  not  think  it  was  right, 

For  a  patriot,  like  me,  to  ever  say  "no," 

"When  a  poor  wounded  soldier  asks  his  darter  to  go. 

And  Jerusha,  she  says,  when  an  officer  sues, 

It  would  'nt  be  ri^ht  in  us,  to  re: 

And  though  nothing  hoidex  from  dear  Sally  should  part  her, 

For  our  country  she  'd  give  up,  even  ovr  darter. 


HALLoNV  THIS  GRIEF. 

Thou  God  of  mercy  !  oh  !  to  ni 
Accept  the  plea, 

\Vh it-li  from  tl:  ;i-h  white, 

I  raise  to  Thee. 

only  k  no  west  the  bitter  gt 

\Vhirli  icnd-  my  h«-art — 
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ite  canst  give  relief — 

Unto  my  fainting  spirit  strength 
To  bear  the  blow ; 

heart,  at  length, 
to  know. 

I  wouM  n«t  in u mi  .  ine; 

Be  this  my  prayer- 
make  Thy  holy  purpose  mine, 

•ue  share 

That  ^race  Thou  only  canst  impart: 

M..M-  than  i.-lii-f 
I  ask.  .hastened  heart — 


TIM:  IMVI 

.lust  down  by  my  door, 
And  the  shining  leaven  qui 
>g  its  green  shore, 

I  catch  tl 

:  he  leaves, 

Falls  on  the  still  waves. 

he  bnsh 
•he  still  moon-lit  hour, 

magical  power; 
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While  th«»  l>riLrlit.  watehin.r  st;i 
Nil  i  — 

To  its  clear,  spurkliiiLr  depths 
Look  lovingly  down. 

When  the  sun-god's  bright  ray 

nee  down  on  its  bn: 
the  noon  of  the  day, 

Like  n  miirinur  <>f  thanks, 
I  hear  the  glad  voice 

Of  its  musical  llo\v, 
As  it  seems  to  rejoice 

In  the  bright  Summer  glow. 

Though  Winter  may  hind  it 

In  his  still,  icy  chain, 
In  the  Spring-time  I  tind  it 

The  same  friend  again  ; 
And  I  love  it  the  more, 

And  lonely  am  n< 
While,  down  by  my  door, 

Flows  the  bright,  sparkling 


ADRIAN*  TKMl'LKTMN 
OF  C A8TLETO!f . 

WIIKN  TIIK  SHIP  COMKS  IN. 

A  maiden  dwells  by  the  flowing  sea, 
Win-re  the  dark  wa  in  KHlIldi 

And  foam-capped  breakers,  with  sullen  roar, 
Dash  madly  against  the  ;  :id  shore. 


roEia  11  •» 

•  >n  a  towering  cliff  she  «tand*, 
Ab  't6  water*  and  sparkling  *andi, 

i  wave*'    ; 
'mil  *e«  him  a-jain.  when  the  nliip  comet  in  !** 

yen  wander  orer  the  deep, 
..•  restless  billowH  majeatic'ly  sweep; 
.  the  lo\v  h  she  bewail, 

i  tingles  her  sigh<  with  tho  moaning  gale; 

1  bark  can  she  eapy — 
No  white  nail  ^Udtlonn  her  *t  raining  eye; 

itall  HOC  him  agsin,  when  the  ship  comes  in 

lUUrred  bark!  Oh !  falae— falne  dream  ! 
No  more,  o'er  the  waves,  shall  h-r  \vhit<»  wings  gleam  , 
the  breath  of  the  -•  .  itweep, 

i  entombed  h  _r  deep  ! 

mermaid  chn  tin 

10  storm-wrecked  ;  10  deep  blue  n 

1  taming  waves,  with  unceasing  din, 
Moan  a  dirge  t 

t  me 
•rished  hopes  wrecked  on  Life's  dark  sea! 

•.. 

ink  to  a  silent  tomb. 
>ng  we  gaze  •         -d  main, 

wave*  roll  onwar  i  iseless  din — 
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THE  FLAG  OF  AMi:i;i<  A. 

O,  Emblem  of  r,,;  -ymbol  of  Might  : 

O,  glory  -crown  .   bright! 

i  thy  star-blazoned  folds,  conq'ring  hosts  of  the  free 
Vow  allegiance  only  to  God  ami  t.»  ti 
For  in  Him  is  their  tnM.  an«l  in  tln-<«  is  their  j.ri-:- 
Ami  they  swear,  by  the  green  graves  of  heroes  that  died 
For  Freedom  and  Hi^ht,  tlmu  shalt  e'er  be  unfurled — 
O,  Flag  of  America — hope  of  the  world  .' 

O,  Emblem  of  Union  !  O,  Symbol  of  Might ! 

O,  Standard  of  Victory,  peerlessly  bright! 

We  laud  thee,  we  bless  plant  tlice  above 

(  Mir  shrine  of  devotion,  the  land  of  our  1<» 

All  hail,  victor-flag  !  of  Oppression  the  friend  ! 

True  hearts  shall  surround  thee,  strong  arms  shall  defend, 

And  bear  thee  forever,  in  glory  unfurled, 

O,  Flag  of  America — hope  of  the  world  ! 

O,  Emblem  of  Union!  O,  Symbol  of  Mi-ht  ! 

,ir-er<»wnc'l  Kn<iL:n.  so  peerlessly  bright! 
Around  thoe  the  soul-flame  of  Liberty  glows — 
We  Ve  a  hand  for  thy  friends,  and  a  blow  for  thy  foes! 
By  the  graves  of  our  sires — by  their  victoi 
By  the  mem'ry,  immortal,  of  peat  Washington, 
We  will  bear  thee  forever,  in  beauty  unfurled, 
O,  Flag  of  America — hope  of  the  world  ! 


J.JJ 

She  ha*  drifted  away  to  the  beautiful  ahore 
•\  Ifni  1 1 omen  of  lh0  aeraph-ln 
•lie  white  aail*  fla»l  -r  bark  went  o'er, 

\\  ••  MW,  M  ire  v  Ktrand. 

uhta  were  fnl  after  year*, 

•  I  her  ad  'lie  dark  wave**  creat; 

j*d  downward.  ucr  and  lean*, 

As  ahe  drifted  away — away  t.»  h«  r  reai. 

1  away,  ere  her  girlhood'*  morn 
;>ene«*  of 
,  rudely  - 

•  wcr-crowned  scepter  of  rosy  May  ; 
heart's  freshneat  grew  aere  ami  • 

ub  of  peace  ceaaed  to  gladd*  •  ast, 

.mtrd    HI. |T'«. 

i  i'd  away — away  to  her  rent. 

!  away,  when  Autumn  came 
With  gorgeous  j>.  iinRon  ami  Lr"M — 

••sta  were  lit  witii  h 

-  blew  drear  ai 

r  *oft  eye>  .-lestial  fires, 

r  breaM, 


l   \VOULD  I  WERE   \  «  HIM' 

i  I  were  a  child  again, 
1  the  flow 're  at  j 
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All  liu'lit  •    as  Summer  Lird, 

rrin  >ng  day; 

And  sweet  't  would  !•••  t->  tread  the  ii 
Where  I  was  wont  to  roam, 

\  i  the  charm  that  clang 

•  uinl  tin-  me. 


'iLr  the  clover  limn 

The  flocks  gra/.ed  on  the  lea, 
The  streamlet  sanir.  al«m«r  tho  vale, 

Its  rippling  melody  ; 
And  care,  on  my  uimifll<><l  brow, 

No  shadow  then  had  thrown, 
Nor  grief,  my  life  li^ht  dimmed  with  tears, 

<  >r  hashed  youth's  merry  tone. 

]  'm  dreaming  of  that  quiet  cot, 

With  viiu'-dsid,  rn 
By  branching  elms  and  poplars  tall, 

SO  SOftly   slui.lowrd   Q1 

I  hear  a^ain  the  linnet's  song 

Come  floating  on  the  air, 
And  catch  the  perfame-lftden  hreath 

Of  roses,  fresh  and  fair. 

Ali  !  many  wintry  snow's  have  fl«-d, 

i  Summer  flowers  decayed, 
And  gentle  forms  I  I 

Are  in  the  char-  id. 

Yet  oft  fond  mem  to  where 

enefl  of  I.. 

That  .  iiiv  path, 

Wi  a  child. 
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LOI    Li  1 
The  cold  -«r  acro«*  the  ••  or, 

listened  i  >or, 

'  braved  t 

So  vomitf  an. I  fair,  a  fragile  flower  waa  the — 
kard'*  on 

r  years  should  be 

>:nl,  in  ti 

What  se<>!  nnM  the  deep'ning  gloom 

tn? 

To  Rtorra? 

Ah,  well  *  tale  is  ever  old — 

•ved  one  fails  to  come; 
A  father's  hand  now  clasps  the  deadly  bowl, 
of  home. 

>1  steps  she  flies, 

While  lilindiiig  snow-flakes  fall ; 
She  L  A. >,.,!—  n<>  well-known  voice  replies, 

heeds  her  feeble  call. 
Lost,  lost  in  snow !  >-ak  winds  madly  rave 

!U 

Hark  !  hear  her  pni  •  <lod,  my  father  save— 

child  now  dies  for  him 


•itorra  had  ceased  -  Is  were  hushed  to  rest, 

breast, 
Bedecked  with  wreath*  of  snow  ; 
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When  homeward  hi.  in  Lr.  tlir..'  tin-  tWe^t  wild, 

The  stricken  •  n<l, 

-  arless  now,  his  fond  and  faithful  child 
Lay  dead  upon  the  ground. 


GERM  OF  TIIK  GREEN-MOUNTAIN  BTATR 

Come,  fill  up  your  goblet^  with  rich,  ruby  wine, 

Fill,  fill  to  tlu»  brim,  with  the  nectar  divine! 

l.'-t  the  bottle  pass  round  with  a  merry  clink-clink — 

I've  a  toast  to  propose,  which  we  '11  j intently  drink. 

Well,  aro  you  all  ready? — to^.-ther.  th.-n. 

'|  he>t  and  dr..  under  the  skies — 

<  hir  1  .  ay  blessings  each  fair  01. 

Here's  a  health  t«>  the  girls  of  the  Green-Mount  a  i 

They  are  lovely  as  morning's  first  low; 

They  are  pure  as  the  snow-wreaths  on  Killington's  br«> 

They  are  gentle  and  trusting,  kind-hcartnl  and  true. 

And  tln-ir  loyal  hearts  throb  for  tin-  I{«-d,  \Vhitr,  and  Hliie. 

Tli.  kt6THfl  of  housekeeper- — iVu-al  and  noat; 

Though  not  bred  in  the  cities,  their  bread  can't  be  1 

That  pleasing  fact  I,  from  experience,  relate; 

So,  a  health  to  the  girls  of  the  Green-Mountain  State  ! 

"Ever  faithful  till  death !"  is  onr  fair  ladies'  cr 
From  Love's  rosy  partners  they  will  never  secede; 
Staunch  and  true,  by  the  Union  each  pretty  one  stands  — 
The  union  of  hearts,  and  the  union  of  hands! 

while  our  brave  boys  were  away  to  the  wars, 
Doing  battle  for  Freedom —  -  and  the  Stars — 


I    , 

Itiity  liaii'l*.    :       !••.-.    .'n!  •:',  I  •••l.-'l  i-4!  !•.   i  in  i  iat-   ; 
Fuen,  a  health  t  U  of  the  Green*  Mountain  State ! 

••ss  them— co-laborer*  in  Liberty*!  cam  ; 

iti'l  laWl! 

^bield  them  from  |><  .m-l  want— 

111  \w  illuiuined  by  Love'i  holy  ray, 
reathri  bloom  1  IH  years  wear  away, 

•o  bleating*  each  fair  one  await ; 
,  reen-Mountaiu  State ! 


THE  l  :OSE*8  CONSOLATION. 

I  reel  at  noon,  'ncath  the  wide-spreading  shade 

.  stately  old  elm,  whose  branches  o Whang 

The  streamlet  that  near  my  feet  merrily  played, 
I  sweetly,  above  me,  the  wild  birds  sung. 

•1  me  a  rose  from  a  favorite  bower, 

blossomed,  in  queen-like  pride ; 

1  gaged,  with  n  tlu>  lu-Hiitihil  tlower 

.it  blu*hc<l,  like  the  cheeks  of  a  fair  young  bri 

I  >ing  breast, 
re  it  softly  emitted  a  crimson  glow; 

whispered  a  j.:  rest 

That  N'i,.th,-.l  my  ^.i-l  >j.:iit,  .  .j.^!«->-.-.l  \\itli  \\..v( 
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athed  sweet  peace  to  my  soul  a- 

i  these  ar.  r,d  : 

.  tn-ml'liiiir  mortal,  why  do>t  thou  \\ -. 
Why  «ln»i«|M-tli  thy  h»-ad  like  a  >tri.-k«-ii  !l<«w, 

ilonrnetl  th»u  r..r  ].. \.-d  on.--  that  p.-.;  leep 

In  the  lone,  quiet  grave,  till  the  final  hour  '.-* 

.  lia\c  tin-  hrst  treasures  of  thy  y..iniL--  li. 

iiriin-  \vlnTi-  thoti  laidVt  tin-in  low  ? 
(  )r  has  rnii'l  Slander's  malignant  dart 

I'i.Tc.-.l  th.v,  and  enshnMuled  thy  spirit  with  woe? 

*' Perchance  fickle  Fortune  has  frowned  on  thee, 
Ami  withdrawn  tin-  liirht  of  her  gohlcn  smiles, 

And  left  thee,  unfriended,  on  Life's  dark  sea, 
A  prey  to  the  pitiless  multitud.V  \\  i 

11  Whatever  the  cause  of  thy  anguish  may  be, 

>ty  but  aloft  turn  thy  sorrowful  eyes! 
There  is  rest  in  hi^-h  Heaven  above  for  thee — 
A  home  for  the  weary,  beyond  the  si 

"  Oh,  weep  not !  despair  not — the  same  Hand  that  guides 
Creation's  vast  orbs  through  their  infinite  OOC 

Alike  over  thee  and  the  frail  rose,  presid* 
Of  mercy  the  boundless,  Omnipotent  source  !  " 

It  ceased  :  I  heard  the  ice  no  more  ; 

And  I  sprang  to  my  f«-ct  with  a  sml  i 
\Vithrrrd.  on  the  cold  earth,  li.-s  tln«  beautiful  flower 
its  silver-toned  accents  still  ring  in  my  heart. 


I  All 

''iiiiiitf  k" 
ht  M  thono  that  pi  tu-r 

irchal  diadem* — 
And  of  palacea,  whoM  tnrreU  teem 

MonnmenU  of  art  and  l>eauly  that 
•  T  all  of  these  I  care  i. 

.iltlf    I    til.'   ll<    . 

itnxiotui  miser,  or  the 

live  a  living  treasure,  n 
More  precioiw  far  to  me — 

with  the 
Bonnie  brown  e*e. 

Oh  !  her  smiles  to  me  are  brighter  than 

Blazing  on  the  breasts  of  veterans,  heroes 
•rioiiM  wars ; 

eyes  outshine  the  diamonds 
h.vkitii;  beAntj  'i  dmtariog  owii— 
I  *s  the  dearest  of  the  maidens,  a 
The  best  of  brown-eyed  girls ! 
had  I  a  little  cottage,  in  some 
Sweet,  secluded  place, 

:..sK,,m  i 

native  grace— 


There,  surrounded  by  home 

ShouM  ever  liappy  be, 
In  the  love  of  Fairy  Lillie,  wit  I. 
Bonnie  brown  e'e. 

as  on  one  bright  May  morning,  when 

•  •mug  breeze, 
Joyous  skipped  along  the  hill-tops,  and 

Went  Muring  through  the  trees, 
That  I  sat  beside  dear  Lillic,  and 

Whispered  something  low, 
That  surely  must  have  pleased  her, 

For  she  did  n't  answer  "no!" 
And  when  Sin  inner  cometh,  like  a 

Young  bride,  crowned  with  flow 
1  the  song-birds  carol  gaily  through 

The  swiftly  living  hours, 
I  shall  think  upon  a  promise,  once 

So  kindly  made  to  me, 
And  claim  my  Fairy  Lillie,  with  the 

Bonnie  brown  e'e. 


MISS  SUSIE  A.  811. 
or  WINDSOR. 

.H)Y   AND  SORROW. 

The  bright  angel  of  Joy  came  tripping  t<> 
With  a  wreath  of  white  lilies  from  over  the  sea, 
And  a  golden  cup,  "1  the  blessings  of  life, 

• 
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1  of  Sorrow  ca 

TOM  tree, 
And  the  <  ton  load, 

.,  with  the  fears  the  had  shed. 

Aether  with  CATS, 
i  til.-  ctirU  of  my  hair, 
•in  each  cup,  M  they  nileiitly  go 
So  oloM  by  my  tide,  while  I  linger  below. 

Bat  when,  at  the  clone  of  thin  life,  I  shall  Htand 

tig  gates  of  the  heavenly  Ian 
I  will  !  iwy  wreath  from  my  brow, 

.  a«  white  as  the  snow. 

Then  the  angel  of  Sorrow  will  turn  her  a* 
heaven,  o 


>\\. 

Like  a  vision  of  bc;i 
Lay  the  fair  Ian 

;  meadows  were  gl<  an*t  dew, 

idlest  and  blue. 


lowers,  that  blossomed  in  forest  a 

<  iod. 
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The  zephyrs  were  telling  s\\  M  of  love 

•lee, 
On  mnrniaring  river  anil  billowy  sea. 

One  would  think,  amid  scenes  of  such  beanty  as  t! 
That  all  slum!  BM>BJ,  union  ami  bi. 

I'.nt  vainly  we  dream  of  perfection  hrlow. 
For  the  serpent  is  lurking,  wherever  we  go. 

On  forest,  an  .  and  clear,  winding  brook, 

Ammonites  ga/ed  with  a  covetous  1m. k  ;  f-t 

And   with   -pears   that  were  Hashing,  and  hearts  that   9 
They  invaded  that  fair  laml,  to  make  it  their  own. 

The  Israelites,  \\mth  at  invasion.  BO  1 

Uprose  to  the  combat,  in  numbers  untold, 

And  the  sound  of  contention    gpew  loud  through  the  land, 

A*  they  strove  to  expel  the  invading  band. 

But  the  Ammonites  speed  not  their  an <>\\s  in  vain, 
For  the  turf  grows  red  with  the  bh.od  .,f  the  slain, 
And  the  |  |  thick  with  tl 

Through  the  wounds  of  the  fallen,  to  soar  to  t 

Bnt  where  is  the  leader  of  Israel's  1, 
I-  he  false  to  his  tru>t.  when  thev  nerd  him  the  most? 
I  la-  the  strong  heart  of  .lej.hthu  grown  timid  with  fe.. 
That  he  bend*  n«>t  hi-  Low,  that  he  lift-  not  hi 

He  kneels  on  the  gruund,  with  his  hands  clasped  in  ]n 
rnheeding  the  arrows  that  speed  through  tip- 
Unheeding  the  spears  that  are  aimed  at  hi-  1 
Or  the  ground  thai 
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%  a  look  of  rcnolre  on  hi-  uplifted  face, 

s...i.rl.i  that  i*  linked  with  disgrace; 
n6th  ntem.lv  an  I  clear, 
mutinied  by  ' 

Hut  In-  pi.  in  the  *• 

•  the  faith  tli  ivi-w  will  be  hcanl, 

y  be  answered  by  deed,  or  by  w.  • 

•T  of  prayer, 
Who  guarded  Thy  people  with  tendereat  care, 

•eft, 
ear  to  T  ho  kneeleth  to  Thee. 

people  are  f«:          .       leavw  fr  see, 

^oes  up  on  the  breeze ; 

i^hty  to  save, 
;uw  low  in  the  grave. 

i  go  not  1  .  to  boast 

That  they  vanquish.'.!  the  K»n.liM-  of  Israel's  host, 
j>ortiont  »  ne, 

pare,  shall  bo  Tin 

fathers  once  more  shall  be  free, 

i  triumph,  I  see, 
I  tiiat  shall  meet  me,  wit  ng  word, 

. 

'i is  knees,  when  his  prayer  was  done, 
v  soon  would  be  won ; 

••••*,  till  they  Hed  in  affright. 
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Over  Gilead's  meadows,  in  terror  they  sp- 

i  never  had  foemen  ML -h  len  1  — 

For  the  Israelites  closely  tlp-ir  :  10  ; 

And  their  arrows  are  sharp,  and  their  aim  it  is  true, 

All  Blowing  is  .Tephtha,  with  viet 
It  was  won  by  his  hand,  it  was  l.uuLrht  l.y  hi>  I 
Huthedi'  ow  wrought  for  him 

It  will  fall  on  his  In-art,  ere  liis  laurels  grow  dim. 


Far  away  from  the  scene  of  contention  nn 

•  the  lands,  an<l  the  palace,  of  Israel's  chief  — 
The  breezes  touched  lightly  its  minarcK  hi^h. 
And  cool  were  the  streams  that  went  murmuring  l>v. 

The  fragrance  of  flowers  was  fresh  in  its  halls, 
Ami  the  palm,  and  the  sycamore  guarded  its  walls, 
And  the  spray  of  the  fountain,  like  LT  >ld  was  its  hue, 
In  the  beams  that  the  setting  sun  over  it  threw. 

But  the  light  of  that  palac-  \  and  pri 

Was  the  daughter  of  Jephtha,  who  seemed  to  prev 
O'er  its  peaceful  domain-,  like  the  «renii  of  old  — 
Whose  touch  made  each  object  new  l..-antics  unfold. 

H<T  face  was  the  fairest  of  pictures.  I  \\. 

That  ever  in  hall,  or  in  palace,  was  s< 

And  her  voice  was  as  sweet  as  the  song  of  a  bird, 

When,  in  the  hush  of  t  lit,  its  music  is  heard. 


knelt  at  the  lattice  —  her  form  half 
By  the  dark  hair  that  I  ;.e  tloor,  as  she  kneeled, 
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•r  her  father**  rein 
hoping  to  leu 


All  nt  om-i-  S!M-  h:i<,  spruii/  fi-Mii  II-T  l»«Mid*d  knettt,  * 

of  li^'ht  in  tin-  di-unce  the  tee* 
hi  ha,  HO  brightly  appears; 
They  have  caught  the  hut  rays  of  the  tun  on  their  spears. 

She  oalU  t  tone*  that  are  fraught 

'i  ban  can 
M  My  t 

•'i.-  banners  of  I«rael,  in  triumph,  are  borne! 

Let  us  go  forth  to^.-t  :,.-:-.  t!, 

ng  to  greet, 

i  I  kneel  at  his  fret,  a*  of  yore, 
hand  on  ray  forehead,  in  blessing  once  m 

They  have  gone  from  the  palace  —  from  chamber  and  hall  — 

i  a  in  foremost  of  all  ; 
proud  greetings,  the  conquering  band 
:rom  Israel's  l.i 

in  the  hearts  of  those  maidens  fair, 
H  rose  clear  on  the  sweet-scented  air, 

•ue  unfailing  goodness  of  Ciod, 
i  numbered  blessings  He  scatters  abroad. 

I  the  chc«  r  leader  so  pale  ? 

Why  strikes  he  hi*  hand  on  his  bosom 

turns  he  aside,  as  if  fearing  to  meet 
The  glance  of  the  daughter,  who  kneels  at  his  feet  ? 

mile 
-  heart  to  beg  : 


Gl:  TS. 

An«!  never,  ti;  iLiht  woe 

B  least  of'  :h 


He  i  liounee  her  doom, 

Though  it   -ha<lo\\s  his  futui' 

For  a  gift  ; 

Though  the  world  has  few  like  it.  t..  love  or  to 

•liil.l  from  her  place  at  hi*  P 
tells  IHT,  in  tones  that  arc  mrurnfu! 
Ho\v  the  battle  he  won  had  \  — 

And  the  price  was  the  daughter  uh<>  stands  l.y  him  now. 

The  '  tie,  the  words  were  as  mild, 

As  a  father  could  chooso  for  an  only  child, 
they  fell  on  tli.  the  maiden  1 

And  the  hopes  of  her  youth,  from  that  mom.'iit. 


All  the  dreams  of  the  future  that  fancy  could  wen 
All  the  joy  earth  could  give,  or  a  mortal  recei 

All  t!  ...d  in  her  path  way  had  strewn. 

In  that  one  little-  i  «•  i!»wn. 

.  word  of  complaint  to  her  father  reveals 
The  depth  of  the  anguish  her  crushed  spii 

r  worlds  would  she  add  to  the  un>p"k«-n  Lriief 
That  is  l.reakiiiM-  the  proud  hen;'  ::ief. 

She  k«-j,t  liack  the  tears  that  she  dared  not  to  shed, 
And  clear  her  voice  as  she  said  — 

"My  Fathrr.  thy  -tr-m;:  heart  should  l.cnd  not  in  v, 
it  thy  (Miuntry  i^  heed  from  the  foe. 


the  futui'  t,  th  for  B 

•he  vow  of  m\ 


1 1 

•he  way, 
tay. 

>y  fate  to  bewail, 
.til  have  waiecl  and  grown  pale, 

1 


and  narrow  to  more, 

;-u!in,  ami  t!.. 
Still  guarded  the  palace 

The  nnn  shone  as  1  -he  skies  were  an  clear, 

lie  song  •••  1  was  as  joyous  to  hear, 

-ame  as  they  d  years  that  were  fled. 

agranoo  was  wasted,  the  soog  was  not  hear-!. 

m  the  voice  of  a  1 

re-echoed  through  jrardfii  and  hall, 
been  hushed  by  a  doom  that  no  power  could  recall. 

years  rolled  along  r  unceasing  flow 

idow,  of  pleasure  and  woe, 

Still  .1,-;  i.tha  was  judge  over  IHNI 

i  the  wisdom  to  rule,  and  the  power  to  command. 

i lor  had  won  him  a  name, 
:  tho  broad  la  ad  echoed  his  fame  ; 

<  -•  »wcr  to  restore  t  • 
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.-t  tliat  the  WM-  till; 

\\"ith  a  cl'Hi  1  ,,n  ':  i  |1MLr, ,-  tin-re  still  ; 

With  a  Blanco  in  his  eye  that  was  mournful  to  meet, 
H--  trod  fchfl  i                  i  with  unfaltering  I* 

The  years  : 

An«l  the  ruler  lie  ; 

No  dau^l  last  breath, 

Or  to  wipe  fr<  fhea  1  the  cold  dews  of  ileath. 

His  labors,  his  triumphs,  liis  sorrows  were  o'er, 
An«l,  't  is  pleasant  to  fancy  liim  mooting  once  more 
In  a  happier  homo,  in  a  holier  sphere, 
The  daughter  his  vow  ha  1  .loprive.l  him  of  here. 


"CAST  THY   IJIIKAD   OPOH  THK   WATEB8.' 

Coldly  swept  tlio  winds  of  win- 
Coldly  sifto.l  down  the  sn- 

Sifted  down  against  the  windows 
Of  a  farm-house,  hrown  and  low. 

All  within  was  warmth  and  hri«rhtn 
From  the  broad  old  fire-place  M 

All  without  was  cold  and  darkness, 
As  the  winds  went  howling  pa 

Inside,  where  the  blaze  shone 
In  a  quaint  old  ro.-kiiiir  chair, 

Sat  a  fair- fa  litting, 

With  an  absent,  dreamy  air; 
ir  her  sat  the  farmer,  nodding, 
i  his  eyes  in  slumber  Ml 

Dreaming  of  his  fertile  acres, 


M. 

:i  thf  tfiiv  ••*•, 

human  ! 

id!  not  •>!  a-— 

Hear  1  a  fooUl.-j.  in  the  -now, 
Hoard  a  fall  up  -a  tin*  thn-sl. 

•voe ; 

the  woke  the  sleeping  fanner, 
am-*  of  worldly  gain, 

as  if  fearing 
Nhoulil  hear  the  sound*  again. 

in, 

•T  lay  lie: 
Clad  in  raiment  old  a 

the  farmer  raided  him 

loor, 

ii  across  t 
Laiil  liiin 

>iu>  .ui'l  dickered 

ace ; 
nice,  on  each 

il  trace. 

ird 

nik  uii'l  ! 

1*1  have  tliru-t  him  forth  again; 
Hut  tl»f  ir«'«itl«'.  luir-lai-.-,l  \v, 


01 : 

\\"\\]  tful  care. 

"John" — she  whi^.rn  d  t<>  her  husband — 

iis  |>o..r  hoy   is  yiir.1 

Scarcely  older  than  our  (  Mm  lie, 
ire,  to-day,  would 

Somewhere  mourns  a  ni"tli«T  for  him, 
bfl  tread*  the  ;  path — 

Or,  in  angel  < 

More  in  pity  tlian  in  wrath. 
Prayers  of  sisters  may  !•«•  ri 

Upward  to  tlu-  throne  of  (• 
(  >r  a  l'atlirr'>  hopes  lie  falling, 

Crushed  and  broken,  to  the  sod. 
In  his  heart  there  still  may  lin 

Hidden  ocnis  of  future  cr0o«l — 
Ours  may  be  the  ta-k  to  l.rin^  them 

rrhroiiLrh  the  Mirtaee,  r«'U_Lrli  and  rude. 
So  t!  ••  him  kindly, 

'Till  he  woke,  with  fevered  brow; 
And  the  roioe,  that  In  lent, 

Spoke  in  wild  delirium  now. 
the  burning  lever  left  him, 

Many  days  had  passed  away  ; 
And  the  farmer's  wife  had  watched  him 

With  a  tender  care,  each  day; 
'Till  her  <  <'W  pale  and  f. 

\Vhih-  to  hit  tli«-  bloom  n-tiiri.' 
i,  before  i  i-Tt  him, 

Many  a 
Earnest  pray- 

For  that  young  an  one, 

KneeliiiLT  by  hi-  bed  I  ,tly, 
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iy  WAI  done : 
\ed  nho  for  the  absent  moil 

tl  M  l<Wtt 

'!ie  team  an*!  t  irt-achw 

Ht— 

manhood  pro 
uoceaiiing  contest, 
8h  won  a  laurel  crown; 

listed  youth  and  vigor, 

\vruk,  inif^uiiliMl  mind  — 
at  aeetned  given 

ted 
\\  th  a  HOIISO  of  guilt  and  iihanie, 

Aii-l  tin-  tnirN  ..t  true  repentance 
slowly  came. 
health  and  vigor, 
ilth  of  body  n 

lie  shackles  of  intemperance 
r  more  hin  ik)nl  rouM  i 

.iv,-i  nil  Messing 

i»  tlu»  fa: 

s  wasted  life. 

Many  years  brought  many  changes; 
fanner's  hair  turned  grey; 

failing  eyesit 
Lai 

•  •  had  been  busy, 
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For  i  had  all  hecn  bligl 

And  the  old  .is  sold  ; 

i.  within  tin-  almshouse  shel: 

liml   Soil 

Little  knowing,  little  d 

That  a  hflping  hand  was  nigh: 
For,  one  day,  a  stalwart  stranger 

ised  befoi  >or, 

Asking  for  the  good  (.Id  fanii'-r 

He  ha-!  kn»wn,  in  days  of  yore. 
Near  the  win-low  sat  the  fanner, 

With  his  l.ihle  opened  wide, 
Reading,  from  its  time-worn  pages, 

To  the  old  wife  by  liis  side; 
Reading  how  the  ^,.,,,1  Lord  careth 

For  the  great  and  for  the  small, 
For  a  miirhty  nation's  progress, 

Or  a  tiny  sparrow's  fall. 
And  the  o;ood  wife  sat  and  listened 

With  a  (juiet,  j.eaeH'iil  air — 
With  a  tender,  V  reSSlOn, 

Though  no  longer  y..miLr  al,d  f;lir. 
Stood  the  stranger  in  the  d 

Looked  the  farmer  in  smj 
And  the  woman,  toward  the  l'o..t-.t.-j», 

Vainly  turned  her  si^h: 
Then  th-  :ier, 

Told  her  how,  long  years  before, 
Thev  id  him  in  a  snow-drift, 

,lu<t  before  the  :  »r; 

Il"\v  they  prayed  for  him.  !n-d  him, 

:id  him  1. 


•«MI«|  above  them, 

•  lew. 
D«e«l  ••  will  I.:  letting*, 

\v— . 
I 

i PHI  now. 

••n, 
Though,  on  earth,  yon  Mem  to  lone  it, 

it  safe  in 

One  by  one  the  years  are  painting 
clasp  awu 
We  may  r<  ,  oat  toward  them, 

. 
We  may  cull,  with  ea<;er  voices, 

.-•art*  arr  fill««'l  with  pain — 
pain  of  I  i^'ini; — 

n<>t  come  again. 
.;•!»  are  dawning  for 

t  — 

I 

Merc;  -t  IMS  fnlti 

mt  souls  mast  waken, 

at  the  gate  of  heu 
ue  angels  near  as 


1-U 


.'••UN    GODFREY    8AXK,    A.   M.. 

OF  ALBAJIT,  X.   T.—  roBMRBLT  OF  BCftUftOTOff,  TT. 


.ng  pltTM  *  •  !K-  MHMjllPnr 

•ntliur.     Tl.i-  Miii..ti..i.m.-  .«  j.  Maim.] 

Tin:  STOBY  <>r  ui 
Say.  Til  to 

A  helpless  I>nlt\  t«>  ^icct  tin-  li-lit 
\VitI»  a  sliarp  wail  —  as  if  tln>  m..ni 

Foretold  a  cloudy  noon  and  ni^lit  ; 
To  weep,  to  sleep,  and  weep  again, 
With  sunny  smiles  I'ctwc.-n  •   and  then? 

And  then,  apace,  the  •  <>ws 

To  be  a  lan^hinjr,  ]>nl: 
Ha:  <tes, 

\\  ••].•  lie  but  conscious  of  his  ; 
To'  be,  in  Hhort,  fn.m  t 
A  merry.  m«»ndy   ' 

And  then,  in  e<»at  ami  tnm 
To  learn  to  say  tin-  I  > 

ln-eak  it  ;    an  unthinki 
\\"itli  mirth  and  mischief  all  agog; 
A  truant  f.-n, 

capture  butterflies;  and  th- 

then,  increa-ed  in  strength 

A  IP-PI,  in  1, 

A  MI  ; 
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way*  of  men, 
In  fashionable  sin*;  and  then? 

to  be  *  man ; 
•  c;  to  woo  and  w« 
•wOiing  brain  to  ui  ; 

:l  for  brra 

To  sn  >ngue  or  pen, 

;  ti/.o  ;  ami  then? 

-ray  and  \\rn\\. 

line; 
I 

:ie; 

•  am  awhile,  with  dark< 
4r»ve;  ai 


i  allow  u 
ilk  \vt-  a: 

Oare  lias  a  mortgage  on  — 

tilth  that  you  get ! 


1  •  1 ;  t  were  easy  to 

1 


Is  learning  a  iir, 

\V1. 

.!• 

that's  what  _»  nin^  you  get  I 

•iius  wurtli  havinir        .  a  doubt  : 

Q 

t.  what  a  price  mi  the  blessing  is  set — 
To  10  6  with  it  than  dunces  with" 

•.at  you  pay  for  the  genius  you  •_ 

Is  Beauty  a  bl-  t  for  naught, 

The  LT»ds  never  irrant  to  their 

.inds  you  the  jewel  is  bought — 
Ami  that's  what  you  pay  for  the  beauty  you  get  ! 

Hut  I1  l|  how  prolific  of  pain  ! 

Gay  is  f..lh>v.  •  .:rct; 

An  i  {"•ntaiio-  i>  "U,-  ,,f  her  train — 

And  that 's  what  you  pay  for  tbe  pleasure  you  get! 

But,  surely,  in  I-'ri«-!:.l>hip  we  all  ma;. 

An  excellent  .-r  iloiiht  it, — and 

With  much  to  enjoy,  ther-  is  much  to 

And  that's  what  we  pay  for  the  frien-lship  we  get  I 

liut  then  there  ;>eak  not  too  soon  ; 

The  fondest  of  hearts  may  have  rea  :et; 

and  lien'avement  i  the  boon — 

!iat  we  pay  for  the  love  that  we  get ! 

And  thus  it  appears — though  it  sounds  like  a  jest  — 

in  their  d 

\\  e  are  certain  t"  jet! 
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Utft*.  graceful  wit  au-1  eloquence  at  th«  bar,  are  known  to  all. 
waa  appointed  lUguter  of  the  United  8uu»  Tre*«ary. 

'collect  the  beautiful  morning  when  we  wended  onr  way  to 
4.  and  M  -  oath  of  office. 

had  been  carefully  adjusted,  and   with   lu«   beav 
feature*  .»:»  I  Darkling  eyej,  he  soemod  more  beautiful  than  ever 

ty  in  WMhingion,  hU  health  became  imp*irad  by 
i«  dftraagomrai  and  diarrhea,  and  he  died  a* 
W7. 

r.n 

Mr. 


e»r.  .n  I  all  »f  ll»«  .  rrw. 

a  •  •imlUr  nuuiMr.  In  L  WM   bom»l   on    ib. 

North  IUv«r  «MM  y«tf»  *A*rw*rU*.  «a4  HMM  llaw  w.r«  r^pviilWMd  oa  that 

i 

She  sails  t  that  gallant  bark 

11  -\\  ;  "eU  the  air, 

ar  thee  <  .irk, 

re. 

hopen,  fond  prayers,  gurrotin.l  thy  )*row; 

'  — 
i  omen,  gay  heart*  are  saddened  now; 

1!   m    ••  :'•'      •'  t:    :'   .    il   !>ar. 

1  ones  are  there  ei. 

Whose  tei>  ilf  the  \v 

:  that  frail  boa- 


i> 
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A  flash,  a  flame,  gleams  on  the  night, 
Oh,  freaven  burnt! 

All  '  :  th. 

*f  //<•  all  |  -  re? 

Lou  I  -\\ — 

Its  1  -ur  rare. 

Meeding,  !'Ui>tiiiiT  In-.. 

Thin  :    to  send 

it  1-iiN  d»->pair  depart. 

\\V  leave  the  wreck;    hut  shall  we  trace 
The  march  of  this  dread  hh.w  ;• 

Mar!  -lion's  pallid  face, 

Where  tears  unbidden  flow. 

Hn  story  ilies,  day  after  day — 
Th.  ,te ! 

after  tie  is  burst  away, 
And  homes  and  hearts  are  desolate. 

But  enter  not  griefs  solitude, 

It  seeks  not  sympathy; 
There  is  no  heart  or  hand  so  rude, 

Can  paint  its  agony. 

Must  /,  too,  for  //,.:•  lend 

A  treasured  sacrifice? 
My  generous,  virtuous,  manly  fi 

With  Krie's  dead  now  lies! 

'id  of  my  ynnth  !   I  IM  \'. 
On  that  stern  funeral  |>ih-: 
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ii  thy  brow, 
Bttol 

thus  to  part, 
e  home, 

Eager  for  fortune'*  doom. 

Classmates!  our  1  -urne  is  r 

Tim  ,  rare — 
The  battle  Com  y  won — 

Ha*  found  a 


KKV.  A8A  DODOB  SMITH,  D.  D.,  LL.  D.t 

Wai  born  in  Anil  .  but  wen-  nt  when  nine 

yean  of  age.  and  lived  in  Weaton  and  Windsor.      He  ha*  for  sev- 
eral yean  been  President  of  Dartmouth  College,  at  Han 

TO  M<>1  \  I     k0(  !    l\i 

Fair  ii  sharpen  Chewing, 

art  the  clear,  bin.  sky, 

As  long  I  gaze,  u  --ned  eye, 

.0  fancies  thickly  growi 
at  scenes,  long  pa 

Again.  .irking 

ik,  thy  evergri'- 

-  ears  I  *in  harking 

•  n^'  tliN 
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Again  —  a  college  boy  —  I'm  glanci; 

\-n  the  vale  thou  watchest  wrll 
Old  hopes  anew  my  bosom  swell  — 

Called  up  as  by  the  olden  sj 


that    IMonmiLj   hrollLrli! 

Til"-'1  btielati  lahrir^  \anMn'.l  soon  ; 
An.l  now,  at  manhood's  sober  n 

golden  lesion  thi.u  hast  taught  me, 
I  deem  a  truer,  richer  boon. 


Old  fri.'n.N  are  in  the  valley  sleepin 
That  by  "\i  thee; 

Ami  youthful  years,  h«>\v  swift  they 

Her  solemn  ward  i-  nu-niory  kri'j.inLT 
O'er  things  that  were  —  but  may  not  be. 

But  th<«  ing, 

Speakest  of  good  that  lives  for  aye, 

1   truth   of  ;i!i  ly  ; 

(  >f  Lr"0'K  all  n-al  joy  comprising— 
A  glory  fading  not  away. 

So,  a-  fp'in  -lay  to  day  I   vi<-w  t 

I  count  earth's  shadows  lighter  still  ; 

1,  with  an  humble,  chastened  will, 

T<>  <  .  Mount  u  throiiLrh  th'-c, 

Inrnortal  hopes  my  spirit  thrill. 


•.   , 


rw.  i  \:i 


JOSLYM 


mi 

I  have  read  a 
i  far-off, 

me. 

TWA.S  no  fairy  land,  ideal, 

;»«n; 
alea  were  real  — 

M  of  living  in 

On  tho  plains,  serene  and  peaceful. 

O'er  faithful, 

•     • 

tocy, 

•  iiey  naw, 


Smiling,  spukf  the  heavenly  stranger: 

Lo!   •  .-.i  thin  a 

On  the  j;r  I 

. 
ade, 


01 

,  A  Ihr..n-  of  an 
11  tfl  «'ingj 

While  iln-  li-.iy  song 

i 

•  I'raiso  tint  -ivcn  — 

Pea  '.ill;" 

Cha  .ey  soar  to  hen 

Aii'l,  0&O6  more,  the  plain  i-  still. 

I)i<l  the  shej.henls  linger,  waiting  — 
Dnnlitiii^  it'  tin-  words  wen-  ti 

No  —  with  eager  sh-ps  tln-y  ha-trn 
Til!  the  II.  .ly  ChiM  they  view. 


Still  is  «nir-.  tliis  woiplroiis  >tory  — 

•Lrh  we  n 
Many  a  token  true  He  gives. 

(  hit  of  v  'irish, 

\Yrrr  this  thought  hut  k«-],t  in  \ 

that  wr  the  laitli  nii^ht  chrri-h, 
Bethldn'iu's  huinl'li'  -.ln'.li.-i.N  knew. 


MUSINGS,  AT  THE  <  !.<  >6E  <  »r  A   VKAi;. 


ilc,  or  a  t'-ar  :    ami 
For  the  3  ;led  ; 

For  anon  n  sea, 

That  i-  h  | 

With  a 


ra. 

\9t 

11  it  avail,  if  we  nadly  utifve, 

I  have  emit? 

•I  to  each  and  all, 

ill, 
r  all 

\\  n  .  l,.i  i  i  •  1  care? 

!-«••»  ami  fears, 
bear*  tu 

. 

Sometimes  wit  aimn  \\itli  toara, 

i  away. 

any  a  h<  tonight 

igbtj 

<'.H  but  a  drear 
•ii  tadnest,  deep,  IH  fraught 

'•*  many  A  lu-u 

taken  flij: 

i 


hand. 
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rod, 

\Yhere  '•  no 

Hut  are  there  no  Messing  «.Yr  whirh  we  mav  smile, 

In  t  lided  a\\. 

Hntli  "  t  Mir  I-'athr:  lilc, 

With  -,  ami  UK  .  hilc 

\Vt«  saw  only  (limns  hy  the  way? 

Hath  our  cup  not  heen  min-led  with  1 

By  tin*  liaml  of  (  )nin:; 

And  shall  we  not  learn  mir  nltlict i-n>  to  \ 
AVith  j.aticnt  siil'ini<-i/)ji,  ami  sit  at  His  feet, 
ruletli  in  mansions  al»ove? 


Then  a  tear,  to-ni^ht,  for  the  ol 

Ne'er  a-ain  to  meet  us  h. 
Ami  a  smile,  a-  its  )>artin<_r  hour 
With  a  jirayer  that  our  work  he  well  l.e^-un. 

When  we  Lrreet  tin-  ••  Happy  New   ''i 


HOW,  WILLIAM    c.    r.i:  U 

Was  born  in  V,"  H-  was  of  ai, 

and  honorable  des< 

Cromwell's  famous  "Ironsi-l<--."     Ii 

served  in  the  Revolutionary  i  came  to 

early  day,  where  he  did  good  service  in  1 

our  institutions — was  a  leading  lawyer  and  statesman,  a  Judge  of 

the  Supreme  Court,  the  first  Senate:  :aont,  and  twice  was 

chosen  President  of  the  S< 

In    180|,  Win   C.  Bradley,  when   only  twenty-two    years  old, 
waa  elected  State's  At  ton, 


ra 

•ting  a  m.i  .  ifiee  be  h  n  suoc«s»ive  years. 

was  eJerf«  '«vn 

th«  •  u--<-<- 
was  *  member* 

»me  year  was  elected  lo  Congress— the  fint  native  of  Vermont 

youngest  man  who  ha«  ever 
l^rn  fl.--t.-l  from  tin*    •.»•••      It  was  no  disgrace  to»  b«  flMttt 

x  man  WM  of  r«*p«oUbU  •octal  nUndioK.  of  good 
moral  ehararter.  an'!  of  •:..:.-  than  av«ra  and 

»nU  on  lh"  earth  in  thoM  <1 

and  !•••:••  -nth  Congretf. 

in  the  fimt  fluth  of  hit  power  and  fame. 

WM  Lo*A  >uth  Carolina,  only  a  month  older  than 

it  already  a  1«  rtue  of  hu 

!oqu«*nce  and  r  There  WM    R*n- 

:  ianok«\  tall,  thin,  iv  whoee  sharp,  vhrill  voice 

ittoitwt  tarcaim.  pierced  not  the  eara  on!  very  soul 

i.  whom  hif  long  fore  finger  singled  out  an  the 

i*  attack.    There  was  Calhonn,  stern,  reserved 

»f  that  deadly  doc- 

ite  Sovereignty,  win  ned,  in  onr  day,  into  snch 

'•tanrest  of  blood  and  tear*.    There,  too,  was  Henry  Gay, 

hair,  and  exercising  that 

nMgnetism  which  n.  .  •<  worshippers,  and 

uomtes.  his  adtn  t>e  a  member  of  a  Congress,  in 

••  sach  men  as  the*e,  was  a  rare  honor  and  a  gr 

modesty  becoming  a  new  member.  Mr.  Bradley 

>re  to  make   him— If  con<pirnoa»  >ates;    but  he 

:>owers  and  resooroes  which  secured  for  him  the  high 

re»f»  i  is  aMociates,  and  retained  it  as  long  as 

7  he  was  appointed  a  led  States 

i   Eastern 

AT*.     In  1819 

•  rmont.     In  1*23  he  was 

I  to  Congress. 

•five  years  after  his  retirement  from  public  life,  he 


Gl: 

devoted  himself,  most  a> 
as  a  lawy 

He  died  at  Weetm 

ierable  p<"  pieces  of  v, 

we  give  below. 


A  BALLAD  <>K  JUDGMENT  AND  MERCY, 

;t  midnight,  I  by  my  light's  fitful  <:!<•.. 

I  fell  into  A  dumber,  and  1<>!  I  drean.  \m\ 

Tlii-  rid  had  undergone  «  md  sudden  chai 

And   every   thii.LT    around    me    -eem<'d    \v..ndi.  and 

strange. 

••.illicit,  no  inoonliLflit,  no  ^taili^lit  Lrlittrr-'d  tl 
A  mild  and  -liady  twiiiLrlit  stH-nii'd  to  jM-nm-at*'  the  air; 
And  tluM-.-  sat  tin*  i  •  Lr<»ld«§n  throne  had  He, 

But  was  clad  in  simple  majesty,  as  erst  in  (ialilec. 

Behind  Him.  .Ju>i'  nth  —  satV                in  earthly 
things  — 

••d  in  Him,  all  stood  with  Added 
win 

And  the  Recording  .  \iiLfel,  with  deeply  sorrowing  i 
Took  in  his  hands,  and  opened  the  all-eontainin^  I; 

There  came  a  di-tant  mnrmnr,  as  of  wave<  upon  the   B! 
While  throng  on  thrones,  un-nnmhered,  into  the  Pr. 

11-  : 

By  their  in-tinets,  segregated  here,  nii'li  -'me 

the  ilead  of  evi-ry  nati.  id  clime. 


d.  and  with  atten; 
ightheai 


1  .:' 

Ogled  ffOilt  At. 


i  all  the  secret*  there  disclosed,  uh  !  who  coul 

;iAde«  of  «  ••  .I'il'ul  tale 

t  — 
i),  luito,  cruelty  ai 

h  agony  of  In-  ., 

tlirilling    \ 

t<  was  no  driving  a 

me. 

iw  transnctc.l,  upon  my  face  I  fell  ; 

• 
i  throat    onnvtiU,-.:  asped  aiul  strove 

have  !  a  sinner  lost  am 
iiat  faco  .1  iare? 

•  >ve. 

I 
rose    be  and 

• 

V   soul   ill  :ltul,  »ol)l 
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Till 


i'T8 

Teach  in 
Then  .1; 

Wintei  'ic, 

heroic; 

I!''  sits  in  t1;  .  biting  and 

And  when,  to  liriiiu  fear  and  doubt, 
Damp  nightly  winds  are  out, 

W  1  cloak  about  —  he  can  end;, 

S|ninLr,  at  dull  lioarts  to  mock, 
Comes  in  a  farmi; 
With  Lfarland^  and  j.l«'\vsli:iri-  |  loth  Lriv»- 

He-  -in--  tlir'iiiLrli  tin-  li'-ld-i  au! 
Turns  up  tin-  >il, 

All  haste  and  lan^hin^  toil  —  briskly  can  live, 

nicr.  with  mantle  : 

Lolls  in  the  cooling  shade,  like  a  tired  I 
While  lila/.in«j  suns,  unkind, 

•i-  Mind, 
Where  faints  the  mountain-wind  —  he  can  enjoy. 

Mini  when  all  are  done, 
1I<  »  :ian  one, 

-eeds  may  lie, 
New  coming  yea  >s  ; 

'•S8, 
pel  and  .juietncss—  iie. 


\[   >     '.  .  '.    \    .     . 


•'raft-bury.    M  H»e  town  wa*  • 

mnrt.  aad  three  or  .n  •„  »i  a 

.ool  WM  the  eitont  of  b«  4  aa 

8bt  rarly  LKH-AUV  adiog.  Mid  WM  well  ac- 

ill  th«  books  whicb  the  plaoe  aflbrded.    la  ac 
with  t:."  -of  which  the  WM 

|..»»<:  •-.  \'    '.       •         '.        .  .  i    :..    -i         :    :  r.    "    •   .  •.  .         i:.1    .»-.  i 

••  mad«  aom«  AttempU  %t  poeti 

••  »««  of  tixtoen.  «b«  WM  attacked  with  a  fever  which  wholly 
hearing.  rtune  gave  a  melaocholly  turn 

ughu,  w  That  deprived  of 

•KM  ••«,  th«  found  i  tn  oomponng 

both  pro*e  and  poetry.    She  pnbluhed  a  volume  of  poenu  in  i 
te  poem  below  wai  take:,  !o  we  rec. 

-r  room,  in    1S48  u  vhen  we  were  attcn 

•cho  ury  Academy,  and  converting  with  her  through  the 

alphabet,  and  we  found  her  tattte  refined,  and  her  mind  well 

^e.    She  died  at  Cov 
aged  55  yeart  and  6  months. 

E    11MH1    EMIG 


[Tli"  roll..vlac  iln«*  w«r«  .ajnn^ted  by  UM  appMrMM*  of  •  bmlljr  of 

vbo  w*rr  UkM  tn  *i..l  prorkM  for  bj  Uie  Imdf  oftiuv.  Cr»n-, 
wb--*  iTn-Toleul  chtnrlw  i.  well  known  to  UM  j 

ii-  .l.-.ir  ;  :  we  gave  the  last  parting, 

-,  set  sail  t  ifart 

we  saw,  and  we  followed,  a  tar. 

:  we  were  tossed  on  _r  ocean, 

IHMOIIM  were  t 

o  were  laii'led  in  !  k. 


l»;-j  >ETS 

Bat  no  door  was  opened,  \\  ith  w.-le..me  to  hail 

As,  homeless  an '1  '  ,  we  paned  through  the 

Despair  had  already  begun  to  assail  us — 
r  some  ha 

sweet  star  that  led  us,  we  followed,  though  Wft 
.  o'er  the  Green  M  we  took  our  ! 

Our  famishing  babes,  in  cur  anus,  strove  to  car 

led  on  our  journey  through  many  a  day. 

At  last,  when  frail  natu 

\\  hen,  far  from  our  friends,  and  our  dear  native  shore; 
With  hunger  and  weariness,  almost  expiring, 
idy  took  pity,  and  opened  her  door. 

She  welcomed  US  all  to  her  hearth,  cheerly  hl.i/ing, 

on  her  table  a  bountiful  store; 
while  on  our  faces  so  palid,  was  ga/ 
She  wept,  and  she  said — "  you  shall  wander  no  more." 

The  sweet  star  of  hope,  by  which  we  were  guided, 

Stood  over  the  mansion,  and  beamed  most  divine ; 
For  our  ease  and  our  con  quickly  prov 

1  bade  us  no  longer  at  hardships  repi 

With  grateful  emotions  our  bosoms  are  swelling — 
Our  infants  are  limping  and  prattling  tin-  >ame — 

Of  her,  who  has  found  us  a  home  and  a  dwelling, 
Afar  from  the  land  of  oppression  and  sha 

May  the  smiles  of  prosperity  ever  attend  1 

And  free  be  h  are; 

May  guardian  ang-  1  her — 

Thus  fen  i  i>e  the  j,0or  emigrant's  pr; 


' 


W*M  bo  -  ml  MaMachoMtte,  hot  moved  to  Vermont  early 

i  Uw,  WM  admitted  lo  the  bar.  and  practiced  at 

•,  1820,  at  the  age  of  29  years, 
ng  WM  written  upon  loavmg  hw  native  valley  lo  aatk  hii 

in  the  w 

MV    \  MIVi:   V\' 

•veil,  my  native  vu 

ray  native  va'. 

Sweet  sccncn  of  love  and  peace,  adieu ! 
nit  leave  my  native  valley. 

•'  on  Oleftnon's  banks  shall  I  — 

itiuiiii  .•vcniiiLr'*  nunl.ling— 
Mark,  in  th<-  pooUf  the  inverted  sky, 

moon-beam-,  in  the  M\  iMing. 

more,  when  \r.  U  rage, 

forces  ral 

ill  I  in  harmless  sport  engage, 
i  in  some  cottage  of  t!. 

i  fragrance  tills — 

The  landscape  gay,  with  (lowers  adorning—- 
To meet  the  bright-eyed,  rosy  morning. 

n  Suininor  a"  -r  ponrs, 

longer  shall  I  SJM-U-!  my  hoars 

n  g. 


j«;  1  QREEN  MO 

Bat,  most  of  all,  it  pain*  my  heart 
To  leave  the  friends  I  love  so  dearly, 
i  all  I  Ve  evi-i  to  part — 

i is  blow — stern  fate — I  feel  severely. 


ADAMS  .;A«;K 

Was  born  in  Barton,  Vermont,  Oct.  19,  1828.     Nearly  ten  years 
of  his  childhood  were  spent  in  Charleston,  in  the  same  county — ten 
yean  in  Westminster,  and  the  remaining  years  in  teaching,  i: 
Southern  States.     He  died  at  West  \fay  22,  1851,  at  the 

age  of  25  years.  He  had  but  very  little  opportunity  for  schooling ; 
bat  having  a  great  thirst  for  knowledge,  and  being  an  untiring 
reader  of  standard  works,  he  became  a  brilliant  prose-writer  and 
eloquent  speaker.  He  wrote  but  little  poetry,  not  believing  him- 
self a  "  born  poet."  Two  of  his  poems  are  given  here. 

THE  RED  VAPOR. 

A  LEO  Elf  D  Or  THE  MASSACRE  AT  FORT  WILLIAM  HEVKY. 

The  mists  of  the  valley  had  fleil  <>n  the  : 
And  the  gay  beams  of  morning  enlivened  the  vale, 
When  forth  from  the  battlements,  ragged  and  torn, 
Came  a  band  of  stern  warriors,  still  weary  and  worn. 

!  weary  with  fi<rhtinLr,  and  warm  in  the  strife, 
They  gave  to  the  foeman  the  care  of  each  life ; 
For  the  spotless  white  banner  of  Peace  floated  fin 
.ilmy  air  that  rolled  up  from  the  sea. 

A  horde  of  dark  savages  hovered  ar- 

Like  vuh  t  watch  where  may  he  found  : 

Still  nea  .» — 

T  was  the  death-knell  of  \  a :  s  foes. 
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Then  the  streams  that  ran  down  to  the  Hudson  grow  red, 
•lany  a  gallant  lay  down  with  the  dead; 
/  red  vapor  was  teen  to  arise— 
:.-d  the  skies. 

uplifted,  ami  Mcalping-knivet  raised, 
fierce  warrior*  trembled,  and  heavenward  gazed : 
saw  the  red  Taper  careen  in  the  skiea — 
flashes,  then  suddenly  die*. 

The  knife  an*l  the  hatchet  were  looted  in  the  hand  ; 
leath-dealing  weapon  fell  down  on  the  tar 
i  minute  they  gazed  on  the  sky's  rnddj  breast — 

Full  a  minute  they  gazed,  but  the  sky  waa  at  reft 

1  arose,  then  the  blood  flowed  anew, 
a  broad  crimson  torrent  the  valley  ran  through  : 
The  Mood- thirsty  warriors  knelt  down  by  iti  hi 
Irank  long  and  deeply  from  oat  the  red  t 


<1  man  shall  triumph  no  more, 
vigwams  are  desolate  on  the  lake's  shore; 
varriors,  in  anguish,  have  died, 
:i  laid  his  hand  on  t 


:•*  bloom 

Hl.lory  nconk  thai  m  terf*  .h.r.  of  UM  Indian*,  who  p*rtiel|»te<i  In  lh» 
MMT«,  dM  of  UM  un.Il^w*  romaianlcated  lo  tbrm  by  drtnkinj  tb«  Wood  of 


!<;«;  GI: 

\\  here  naught  l»ut  \viM-liinls  M 

IB  heard  from  dawn  till  dusk  of  day. 

>wcet  to  sleep  \\IKM  «•  mermaids  dwell, 
•  ilown  within  s.m,<>  rorky  drll ; 
\\'h«'H'  playful  s«-a-li>h  find  a  home, 
And  earth's  wild  sorrows  never  come. 

'Tis  sweet  to  sleep  whnv  wild  win<ls  rave 
Above  the  sailor's  island  grave ; 
T  is  sweet,  when  life's  rough  voy'ge  is  o'er, 
To  sleep  where  billows  roll  no  more. 

*T  is  sweet  to  sleep  at  Glory's  call ; 

"I'  ii  iweei  iii-oii  IKI-  fidd  to  fall; 
But  sweeter,  far,  his  Bleep  shall  be, 
\\ho  falls,  defending  Liberty. 


D.  C.  STEWART. 

[The  following  Poem  wac  found  In  an  old  newspaper  (title  of  paper  lout,)  an<l 
Ited  a*  taken  fr  . "  and  it«  aiitlmr  nni-i  hare  been  a 

_h  unknown  to  u«.    The  poem  is  worthy  of  being  treaiui 
among  the  gem*  of  thought  of  Old  Vermont.] 

VERMONT. 

My  native  laml !   in  many  a  dream, 

Beneath  the  northern  ll 
Amid  the  purpling  clouds,  I  see 

The  dark  Green  Mountains  rise; 
And  proudly  o'er  thy  val!< 

The  bright  Lk  roll, 

e  music  broke,  at  life's  clear  dawn, 

\Vitli  .irlory,  on  my  soul. 


GREEN  U<>  :•: 

/h  yean  have  flown  since  laat  I  saw 

I  i,,\,-  tii,-,-  i..r  tii,-  BMBo 

That  cling  around  thy  shri 
For  all  that  o'er  my  boyhood  knew, 

<-d,  beaut 
la  cradled  !H  and  valet — 

My  own  Green- Mountain  In 

I  lore  thee  for  thoae  hero  souls, 

>  anawered  Freedom*!  call ; 
«•  thee  for  the  lib» 
Thon  claiiuM-i  and  gav'st  to  all ; 

the  stalwart  anna, 
I  braver  heart*,  that  stand 
ronger  guard  than  castle  walls, 
thee,  my  native  land ! 

I  may  have  trod,  in  sunnier  climes, 
^  Rhine, 

:i  rears  her  chalky  cliffs — 
miller  soil  than  th 
ver  have  I  seen  the  spot — 
Loved,  beautiful,  or  grand— 
That  led  my  heart  away  from  thee, 
My  own  Green-Mountain  la 
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MIB8  PLOKEXCK  E.  Pi. 

WM  a  DAI  ••;,  and  an  eminent  Scholar.    She  pursued 

her  studies  at  Hard  wick  Academy  for  several  years,  and  after 
graduated  at  the  State  Normal  School  n:  ,.      She  t.. 

for  several  terms,  before  and  after  her  graduation,  with  good 
06M.    She  waa  an  amiable  young  lady,  and  WM  esteemed  by  all 
who  knew  her.    She  .i  1870. 

She  occasionally  wrote  poetry,  an<l  v,  no  piece  which 

i,.i-  ban  pram  r<  'i. 

MEMORY. 

re's  a  storehouse,  made  for  by-gone  days, 

Fill'  --ins  and  pictures  rare; 

And  gentle  voices,  and  olden  lays, 
And  secrets  are  hidden  there. 

The  stores  of  knowledge,  the  mind's  high  thoughts, 

laid  there,  like  jewels,  by, 
And  li-.iri.-d  1  pipes,  that  the  heart  has  broi; 
In  that  storehouse — Memory. 

How  dear  to  us  is  its  magic  art — 
Though  a  shade  of  grief  it  cast ; 

hath  power  to  t'.iu-li  tin;  heart, 
Like  the  pictures  of  tin'  pa-t. 

For  the  grey-haired  man,  his  boyhood's  home 
I-  there,  as  in  years  before; 

i  play-around  In-  called 
l.''-:iiind  him  of  days  of  yore. 

n^ain.  where  he  loved  to  meet 
With  his  l..,yho(id's  early 


KEN  110 

••  his  glad  eyea  greet  — 
A  in  -  attend*. 


rtfeU  tlm-  .  itJi  onward  track, 

an  ; 

••  passed,  -  1  back 

8  old  man  U  young  aga 

t  urea  of  peace,  for  the  stricken  one, 

re; 

Ere  hope*  were  blaated,  and  loved  onea  g< 

iMd  care. 

i  faces  are  brought  to  view, 

N  are  spoken; 
The  hand  of  i  •  is  grasped  anew, 

As  \vlu-n  t'..n.l  ti.-s 


0,  Memory  has  a  mystic  power 
To  awaken  smiles  or  tears  ; 

aged  to  youthful  hoars  — 
The  mot  r  yean*. 

Tis  a  lii.  .tin 

pa«t  and  present,  like  Bisters  tu  .. 
to  at  the  call  of  man* 

•M  — 
The  present  we  know  and  s< 
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.  M., 

POKMCRLT   OP   rnv,  TUUfojrr— jrow   PRIXCIPAL  or  PUTM   ST.  GRAMMAR   SOHOOI 
nrrariEU),  MAM. 


THE  OLD  CLOCK. 

WRITTKH  AT  P«*c,  V«UK>»T,  1862. 

ti.-k,  tick,  I'.-uting  an  even  t 
<>m  morn  till  ni^ht,  from  ni^ht  till  morn, 
With  loud  alarm,  a-  .lay  is  ln»ni — 

j>ace  with  my  nn-aMin-d  rhyme. 

Tick,  tick,  tick,  behind  the  great  hall  door — 
Slow  and  steady,  steady  a: 
Backward  an  1,  to  and  fro, 

_rs  the  pendulum,  near  the  floor. 

Tick,  tick,  tick,  within  an  oaken  case — 

L,'hts  and  pullies,  pullies  and  weights 
Mark,  with  hands,  the  Hying  dates, 
Gliding  o'er  the  smooth,  round  face. 

Tick,  tick,  tick,  a  lesson  all  niu>t  Karn — 
The  young  and  aged,  aged  and  young 
Count  the  strokes  of  its  great  brass  tongue- 
11  of  hours  that  never  return  ! 

tick,  tick.  1  well  recall  the  day, 
Slyly  cHM-ping,  creeping  so  sly, 
SliunuiiiLr  my  m«it'  liful  eye, 

( )n  the  great  hall-floor,  by  the  clock  I  lay : 
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.iin; 

race  we  mortal*  r 
.  faded  a 

-ry  tones  it  *« 

i\  ttii'i  happy,  h.i;  ;•-.   and  gay, 
Muy  lit'«-  IT  i'Mu'ht  .1^  a  Siiiiuu.-r'-  -iuy. 
yean  pax*  lightly  oVr  thy  young  hen 

—it  never  spake  me  more; 

Sound  a  it  and  •».• 

great  hand*  mov«  •  oeaaeleM  rou 

;  In  in  swung  as  e'er  before. 

seem  to  hear  it  now ; 
tears,  the  tears  will  sta 

Though  the  frost  of  age  has  chilled  my  heart, 
ilvtT  tit  reads  are  on  my  brow. 

,  it  sounds  the  same,  more  clear, 
Slow  and  steady,  steady  and  slow, 
Backward  and  forward,  to  and  fro, 
It  has  not  swung  t  a  year. 


i:\ 

Wumx  AT  PrrcaBCfto,  UAU^  1861. 

T  was  evening — brightly  shone  the  stars, 

the  sky, 

i         reeze  sighed  giMitly  through  the  trees, 
«-  noon  of  night  was  nigh. 
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'I'll--  lii.'-  had  long  since  gone  to  rest, 

••  lowing  herds  were  still ; 
The  wandering  mind  no  longer 
influence  of  the  will. 

ped, 

AM  ill  and  dale, 

O'er  flowing  .md  mountains  high- 

iiindrance  could  avail; 
Once  more  I  sat,  where  oft  before, 
In  childhood's  happy  home, 

•   farewell  had  said, 
Life's  rougher  path  to  roam. 

Once  more  I  greet  the  friends  of  youth, 

ir  the  welcome  sound, 
My  mother's  voice — what  else  like  this, 

Can  cause  the  heart  to  bound  ? 
New  life  and  courage  seem  infused 

Deep  in  my  weary  veins ; 
I  think  myself  a  child,  again, 

Nor  dream  of  grief  or  pains. 

I  see  the  winding  paths,  wh.-reiii 

'Twas  my  delight  to  tr- 
While  forest  trees,  with  'graceful  arch, 

Join  far  above  my  head, 
As  if  to  check  the  scorching  sun. 

And  <-a»t  a  Lrrat>  — 

To  lift  our  thoujjl  artli  to  Him, 

By  Whom  all  things 

I  see  the  busy,  run»Min»r  mill, 
The  pon  ng  nigh, 


\Vli 

mount*  i 

tying  oload, 

garment  In-lit, 
Or  else,  mayhap,  a  abroad. 

I  M€  t  :s  from  wlii  i-l  i 

The  min'n  first  rays  reflect, 
And  struggle  t1  .ail, 

In  ra  ios  bedecked; 

I  wat 

•on  grow  pale, 

tern, 
\utuinii  wail 

I  see  aw«  an  nook, 

-.  lii.-h  babbles  there; 
The  wines,  which  fabled  Bacchus  sip*, 

iot  more  rich  and  rare. 
How  often,  at  the  close  of  day, 

\\  i:-     weary  work  was  o'- 
I  M  lii.-  m«-  t"  tli--  s|,:irkliiiur  fount — 
u  sweeter  than 

I  see — but  ah,  't  is  all  a  dream  ! 
The  clock  from  yonder  tower 
Dissolves  the  vision,  an  it  strikes 

:r; 

night, 

'one  which  greets 
•••  far  off  mountain 

•U. 
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.MY   MOTHER 

Wamc*  AT  WurnKLD,  M4M,  1800. 

There  is  one  word,  than  other  ar, 

There  is  one  spot,  where  e'er  ru  mi, 

To  memory  sacred,  to  my  vision  dear  ; 

That  word,  my  Mother,  and  that  spot,  my  II 

In  swe.  :  .her,  or  in  midnight  dream 

Alike,  I  t'eel  upon  my  throhbin 

:,  as  to  Re* 
My  happy  childhood  days  rcturncth  now. 

a  ceaseless  cares  my  heavy  heart  op|, 
\Vlien  sorrow's  billows  o'er  me,  roll, 

Her  gentle  voice,  in  ten  I.-,-  fcon< 

music,  whi>jM-r<  courage  to  my  soul. 

Temptations  oft  my  sinful  heart  assail, 
\Vi.  from  evil  I  would  stand  alo 

And  when  the  chiding  <>(  my  conscience  fail, 
Her  watchful  eye  will  speak  a  mild  reproof. 

Though  ns  between  hi«rh  mountains  lift  th«-ir  heads, 

1  wide  a:  in, 

My  thoughts,  untraveled,  over  all  have  il.-d, 
Far  toward  the  limits  of  the  setting 

O,  may  my  heart,  by  love  and  duty  bound, 

•ar — 

My  Mother — sweeter  word  has  ne'er  been  foi; 
16  no  lovelier  spot  can  greet  me  1 


\  ERMO1 


.  \  ttMO»t,  IWt 

\Yakc  to  the  M.  HI  1  1  ife, 

'  of  a  i»ol 
\Yakv  niul  I- 

your  country  call*. 

•      :    :..  , 

Low  in  the  tliiNt  it  -hall  nev< 

rebel  host  aj  . 

y  for  freedom  our  t 

•  .  ith  1»  U.,1  .It-arly 
>  all  the  work  which  they  wrought? 
ill  we  tli-  saever  ? 

titor  has  pluck  the  mast 

The  ensign  of  freed  -  -ami  re  made  fmst  ; 

u'l't  all  the  past? 
i  now  and  for* 

Our  l>r<>thora  repaired  to  the  field  long  ago, 

ve  met  and  conquered  the  foe  ; 
rail  for  our  aid,  and  shall  we  answer,  no  ! 
•  IratTt  thtMii  n  -'ed? 

the  -.lain,  from  VirLMnin's  s 
vengeance,  al  .-  strong  sons  of  toil 

traitors  : 
•lunteers,  spec 

tors  banish  the  scisiiors  and  pen, 
lawyers  and  WWH, 

standard. 
of  redemption  is  - 
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TlnMi  ron<o  yo  for  fr«>i-  1  :H>nt  ! 

irray  an  unwa 

No  hardship,  no  ila-  it  — 

For  God  and  yonr  country 


MISS  Jri .:  INGS 

OF  CRAFTSBCRT. 


VOIC1 

Listen  !  <lo  you  ho.ir  those  voices 
v  stealing  through  tlio  air, 
As  they  conio  witli  magic  sweetn 
From  God's  works,  so  bright  ami  I 

One  melodious  flood  of  music, 

Hc;;  l>y  the  pure  on  hi«rh, 

Bursts,  with  power,  upon  .mr  *-]<' 
From  the  earth,  the  sea  and  sky. 

In  the  early  hush  of  morni 
Ere  life's  busy  car.  ones 

Crowd  upon  our  weary  spirits  — 
Oh!  how  sweet  earth's  inu-i.-  s 


v  mi-ts  \v}io-<'  soft  embraces, 
Hold  the  first  l1riLrlit  rayi  <>f  -un, 

i'l-innr  US 

Tidings,  that  the  morn  lias  come, 
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vva, 

•  roMru-itandaled, 
QreeU  the  tluuiowt  at  our  feet 

Now,  a  ra«'  songster, 

his  MlumlxT.  litfht, 
it  hi*  song  of  gladnesa, 

•rn  ha*  cUwned  to  bright 

[lower*  catch  the* ; 
i-»  pe*n,  iweetlj  given, 
t  their  timple  oflfring 

the  dew-drops  are  not  silent — 

lade, 

As  bright  crowns,  of  brilliant  lu 
An-  with  jtwdl  ..\rrlai-l. 

A-«  wo  w.ui-lor  thr.Mi-h  tlu-  f.-r.-st, 

ueas  seems  to  whisper 
Of  the  praises  it  wonld  speak. 

••*  that  seem  to  brood 
watch-care  oY 
Speak  of  rest  and 

•  •••s,  with  foliage,  verda 
IL?  toward  the  vaulted  sky, 

i,  joyous,  chant  the  sweet  n  ; 
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Sparkle  in  the  clour  sun-li-jht  : 

Clap  their  hands  in  wild  delight. 

among  the  works  of  nature, 

Can  restrain  its  joyful  !. 
All  in  "in1  h.i 
Sweetly  sing  the  Author's  praise. 

Not  earth,  nlone;   for  standing  l,y  the  sea, 

A  murmur  fi"iii  its  drpth*  is  i 

Th-.UMh.  indi>tinrt  at  lii>t,  it  irn-.-N  my  - 

;ccs,  clear  and  wild,  I  hear; 

They  come  with  thrilling  J...WIT  upon  my  soul, 
From  threatening  billows,  as  they  madly  mil; 
Some — loud  and  !rml»le,  with  'rau^ht, 

Others — low  echoes,  from  tin-  distance  brought. 

t  see  the  mysteries  that  lie 
i  thy  billows,  hid  from  mort 

U  which 
11  every  heart  with  silence  and  surpri 

Thy  surging  waves  have  witnessed  f. 

II  ,w  many  ard«-nt  hopes  and  bright  UM 

•,  'm-ath  thy  cheei  r§,  found  a  <ji.. 

i  still  thou  rull.-.t  OH— 

'in-  and  bright, 
v  t(dl  of  t  which  lie  hid  t'r.»m 

of  such  beauty,  rare, 
:  all  the  <•  i  — 
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•"  every  form  and  hoe, 
••  beneath  this  broad  ci  panne  of  blae  — 
I»R  cares  and  grottoes,  deep  and  wide— 
Of  pearU  and  mosses,  rare,  on  every  «de. 

t  are  borne; 

no'*  sweet  influence  torn—- 
Of aad  farewell*,  and  team  of  fond  n- 

in-  1  or  nca,  could  ne'er  forg<  • 

tiely  voyage  —  watching  for  the  shore  — 

<>f  kin.l  friomls  who'd  greet  the  mnever  more* 
.irful  wreck*,  «•  -ly  sea   • 

The  soul's  swi: 

>ved  ones,  ronn-1  th.-ir  coffin*,  shed  the  tear, 

.  followed  by  the  1 
robed  tli«  silent  tomb; 

ad««,  no  flowers  in  sweetness  bloom. 


he  corals  peacefully  they  si* 
Beneath  th"  restless  sur  the  deep; 

The  sea-weed,  -let!,  is  their  shroud— 

re?»t  until  the  last  trum     - 


'°6M  from  the  skv  now  reach  us, 
ts  low  they  come; 
fa  land  of  boa 

•am. 


sea  of  beauties  rare, 

sweetest  echoes 


Gl: 


Hear  the  soul  in^>ii  n. 

:i  tin-  stjii-N  which  gem  the  sky! 
Are  they  not  the  eye*  of  angels 
Peering  from  AM  <>n  l»i.url>  '•' 

Oh  I  how  lovingly  they  watch 

As  we  tread  life's  thorny  way  I 
Ten  y  guide  our  footsteps, 

Lest  fr«>  'l  path  \vc  stray. 

Hear  th.  m  ti-11  of  spotless  garments, 
Which,  if  faithful,  w«»  may  wear; 

Starry  crowns,  of  radiant  brightness, 

Wivaths,  and  palms,  which  con  hear. 

Do  these  voices,  deep  and  earnest, 

Fall  unheeded  on  thine  ear  '.' 
Wake  they  not  an  au-\vri-in^  ocho? 
Speak  they  not  kind  words  of  ch 

If  our  souls  commune  with  Nature, 

As  her  voices  sweetly  call, 
They  will  wake  an  answering  echo; 

They  will  not  unheeded  fall. 

We  may  ever  hear  them  singing, 

As  with  hope  we  labor 
They  will  brighten  up  life's  pathway, 

Till  our  mission,  here,  is  done. 

When  th-'  ^tartlinir  cry—  "To  halt! 
and  sea, 

_r  to  the  summons, 

.!,  while  still-  ce. 
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t  was  bent 

..M!  with  j.ain, 
Ulii-l.  in  l.tok-u  ru-cenU — 
Will  he  ne'er  conic  book  Again? 

the  voice  of  peace  re-echoed 
O'er  thin  scene  of  fearful  ntrifo ; 
Once  again  were  praises  chanted, 
<1  sad  hearU  received  new  li 

.1  voice,  in  th<>  ire, 

Will  be  beard  in  j;n>ater  power 
.  i  the  cry  of  war  e'er  sounded, 
the  wail  in  sorrow 

Then  earth*s  brave  ones,  who  have  fa 

blood-stained  battle-field, 
be  gathered,  in  vast  numl- 
re  the  sword  to  wi 

those  forms,  so  long  imbedded 
•  lie  waters  of  the  deep, 

'••,  obey  the  summon*, 
1  awake  from  their  long  sleep. 

now  greet  us 

>•>  .MI  tli,  the  sea  and  sky, 
he  fetW  in  awful  stillnea*, 
Aa  they  hear  ling  cry. 

.  in  sweeter  music, 
M  rich  ai.: 

Will,  in  rapturous  notes,  be  sou: 
//  voices,  in  <MM  B< 
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THE  .  i'ivr. 

9     Seventy,  to  day  !  Ah,  can  it  be  ? 
Deemed  bat  yesterday 

Wh.-n  I,  a  th..iiL'hth  —  little  child, 
Spent  all  my  time  in  play. 


1  when  I  thin!.  ^l.i-l  hours, 

So  full  of  girlish  glee, 
I  can  but  earnestly  exclaim  — 
lhoo.1  !  come  back  to  : 

Come  back  to  me,  O  golden  days  ! 
Why  have  ye  flown  so  soon  '' 

but  a  dream,  and  yet,  ye  're  gone  — 
Can  ye  not  grant  one  boon  .' 

Methinks  my  playmate's  forms  I  see, 
As,  side  by  side,  we  str<>]! 

leathering  flowers  by  the  way, 
With  petals,  bright  as  goM  ; 

Then,  some  old  forest-]  rod, 

Where  wild  birds  gaily  sa1 
With  peals  of  laughter,  blithe  and  gay, 

The  old  woods  loudly  rang. 

Again  we  gathered  pebbles  bright, 
Close  by  the  brooklet's  bank  — 
Made  cups  of  leaves,  and  then,  from  them, 
cooling  waters  drank. 

These,  these  were  happy,  joyous  days  — 
Days  of 

ITi  and  br 


i* ; 
. 
tier  scene*,  perchance  more  fair : 

-n,  now, 

Stands  on  the  stage  of  life ; 
Before  her  gaie  the  future  m*ema 
tli  counties*  pleaaarea  rife, 

Bowing  at  she  seeks 

precious  troths  to  learn ; 
•,  in  her  heart,  poetic  fires, 
i  strange. 

Bright  hopes  of  happiness  and  joy 
in  IUT  soul : 

longing  eyes 
Behold  the  priceless  goal. 

Loved  friends  her  aspirations  sli  . 
1  souls  un 

i  roams  and  hopes  of  life — 
these  were  days  so  bright ! 

Where,  now,  are  those  once  loved  so  nuu 

Alas!  they  are  not  h< 
Tli-  _c  smiles  no  more  I  '11  see, 

catch  their  words  of  cheer. 

The  roae  has  fa  r  cheeks ; 

Street  fi  'a  ties  been  ri  - 

closed  their  eyes  on  earth, 
vake,  airain,  in  hea 
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i'iddon  start, 
failing  eyes; 

truthful.  priceless  memory 
Calls  up  these  ten 

Bat  e'en  while  weeping  for  the  lost, 

I  seem  t  m«- 

Of  merry  bells,  whose  joyous  peal 

Recalls  a  hapi»i<  T  titu<-. 

•heir  tones!  I  hear  them,  now; 
The  golden  vredcling-belli : 

"Oh!   what  a  world  of  happiness 
Their  melody  foretells." 

The  echoes  of  their  silvVy  peals 
Bring  clear  t<»  mcm'ry's  view 
,o  altar — bridegroom  and  the  1-ride 
Vow  to  be  always  t 

Then  came  such  days  of  happiness 
That  I,  in  those  triad  hours, 

Forgot  the  path  of  life  could  not, 
Always,  be  strewed  with  flow*. 

But  lie,  Who  reads  our  inmost  souls, 

v  that  my  heart*trinurs  twined 
Too  closely  round  the  joys  of  earth — 
He  knew  my  worship,  blind. 

He  snatched  my  id..l  from  my  grasp, 

i  left  me  all  al 

The  wild  winds  on,  1  my  woe 

\Vith  their  sad,  dirge-like,  t 
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give  back  thysp 
Hestoro  my  earthly  »Uy  : 
Van  til  they  came 

•11  away. 

They  lai-i 

Beneath  .  ilainp  *•• 

In  my  wild  grief  1  would  not  bow 

Beneath  tho  chastening  rod. 

Long  year*  hare  pasned  since  that  dark  day  ; 

howers; 

Though  oft  the  earth'*  been  chilled  with  farts, 
Boon  followed  Spring's  fair  flowers. 

So  in  my  heart's  receive*  deep— 
ith  sorrow  riven  — 

its  treasure-cell  , 
were  have,  too,  been  given. 

These  yean*  have  left  their  lines  of  care 
Upon  this  aged  brow  ; 

--art's  been  crashed  with  grief, 
I  am  submissive  now. 

I  see  my  Heavenly  Father  V  hand 
Above  the  clouds,  so  dark  — 

le  safe  my  trembling  bark. 


now  I  know,  that  smiles  and  tears 

rain  and  siin-hinr  given  — 

. 
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Liri:   IN  DEATH. 

On  every  gilded  treasure 

That  decks  our  world,  so  fair, 

The  seal  of  •!•  »— 

All  things  its  impress  bear. 

'Tis  sad  that  all  things  lovely 

Must  surely  fade  and  <  ' 
AYhy  can  they  n«»t  live  ulway? 

Sweet  echo  makes  reply  : 

ugh  Death's  unyielding  fingers 
His  helpless  vi.-tims  hold, 
ll^  cannot  always  Mini  them, 
Within  his  giant  fold. 

No!  they,  again,  will  wake 

Again  sweet  praises  sing  ; 
They  '11  break  his  icy  fetters  — 

From  all  death—  life  will  spi 

The  flowers,  that  bloomed  so  brightly, 

Scatter  their  faded  1-a 
The  snows  of  winter  press  t! 

The  chill  wind  o'er  them  breathes. 

They're  gone  —  their  mission's  ended— 
Their  bright  hues  all  have  Hod. 

But  will  they  ne\.  ten? 

Are  they  so  surely  dead  ? 


A  little  (  ;.-rm  is 
To  the  Leal:  .ling  forn 
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From  the  fierce  And  raging  ttorm. 
Keen  Winter's  icy  footsteps 

The  aun'i*  mild,  searching  glanoe* 
O'er  sleeping  Nature  spread. 

little  Germ  awakens 

a  its  long  and  fast  repose; 
ands,  shooU  forth,  and  blossoms — 
e  more  a  lovely  rose. 

Down,  low  before  the  altar, 

mxiouH  sinner  kneels ; 
The  moan,  an  i  ar, 

Tell  the  anguish  which  she  feels : 

That  from  her  lipa  aac* 

tins,  O,  Savi. 
Sweet  peace,  from  Heaven,  now  send  !  " 

bleasing  qnickly  follows ; 

doubts  and  fears  are  fled ; 

New  life,  in  CHRIST,  is  beaming 

From  the  soul,  so  lately  dead. 

:,  now,  she  longs  the  st- 
tell  to  friends  most  dear  ; 

begets  the  yearning 
To  spread  it  far  an-1  m 

Her  eager  thoughts  turn  -juickly 
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Who  know  of  naught  but  sinning — 
Who  hn 

For  '11  lcav«  try, 

I  all  that  life  holds  s\v- 
To  brave  rough  storms  and  dangers, 
Trials  and  cares  to  meet 

u'roup  of  tear-stained  faces 

Ga'  :i  the  sh" 

To  speak  the  tearful  parting 
To  her  they  '11  see  no  more. 

Witli  streaming  eyes,  tin-  mother, 
Ere  the  parting  word  is  sai«l, 

Murmurs—"  May  JESUS  help  you 
Carry  life  unto  the  dead." 

One  ling'ring  look  is  <_r 

To  the  loved  and  ch< -rMn ••!  band — 
She  lea\  >me  of  childh 

For  a  strange  and  heathen  land. 

The  broad,  white  sails,  unfurling, 
Bear  her  across  the  sea  : 

Her  still  before  her — 

Th'  imprisoned  soul  to  free. 

She  seeks,  by  kind  entreat 
To  win  souls  to  the  fold  ; 

She  tells  the  precious  story 
That  never  will  grow  « 

How  the  life  they  are  receiving 
Came  through  the  death  of  • 


M1  •  '  '. :  -.  .'•.:. 

Who  closed  II  Borrow, 

i.-.iih.  in  MM,  to  atone. 

t«  of  thoae  who  Iwten, 
Den  .leeertteem; 

m  IOOD  Awakened, 

Then  praise*— oh  ( to  joyous — 

Swell  ('mm  that  distant  shore ; 
The  wmls,  thai  once  were  fettered, 
e  freed  forever  more. 

How  blest  in  Midi  a  n,i  • 

Who  would  not  share  its  joy  ? 

To  pleasures  which  alloy v 

>m  death.  uatchea 

raze,  with  anxious  longing, 
On  the  cold  and  deathly  face. 

I  <lim  orbs,  once  *•• 

clay,  now  lifeless, 
In  robes  of  purest  wl. 

We  press  the  last  kiss,  fondly, 

he  cold  and  marble  bro\v — 

They  know  n«-t  »rrow— 

y 're  a  we  i- :  ing  now. 

•y 're  bori;  — 

La: 


190  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POETS. 

uce, 
h  the  flowers  that  o'er  them  wave. 

.  will  tli.'y  always  rest  here, 
Since  life,  on  earth,  is  done  ? 
Though  dead,  to  us  who  love.l  t 
is  but  bc^un. 

For,  in  tin-  glorious  morning 

:i  tin-  tr'inijM-t's  note  shall  sound, 
A  clarion  voice  will  w;ik»Mi 

Those,  sleeping  'neath  the  ground. 

To  them  will  crowns  of  glory, 
And  harps  of  gold  be  given  ; 

They  '11  range  the  fields  celestial, 
And  taste  the  joys  of  Hea\ 

Then,  no  more  death  or  parting — 

No  sorrow,  pain,  or  strife; 
All  will  be  joy  and  gladness- — 

A  glorious,  heav'nly  life. 


JUDAH    DANA,  A.  M., 

PRINCIPAL  OP  HCTLAJCD  GRADED  SCHOOL. 

OUR  FLAG. 

;ar-spangled  banner — the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
A  trinity  sac:  ived  to  our  vi- 

\Vr  'II  cherish  it  moiv,  by  those 

•  ought  to  protect  it  from  all  of  its  foes. 


.,:..  :  '.  •:       ;:  -.:  .  ;    >;  - 

The  Red  !•  *u  emblem  of  blood,  that  was  ahstl 
To  purchase  tlie  blessings  that  round  tu  are  «pread  ; 

-,  to  nuinuin  thomt  as  freely  dull  flow, 
80  lon    Mat-  loft  *s  a  foe. 


WliiMi  il^htri"  u  th  traiton   -maintaining  tits  I*  Wl   - 
Inspire  01  with  courage  and  firnrae**,  to  fttand  , 
treafton  no  longer  Khali  darken  our  Un-i. 

The  Blue—  emblem  i  incerc  — 

1  never  foruK  ^h  doubt  ugh  fear, 

hough  perils  arias, 
And  fight  for  it  bravely  —  all  dangers  despise. 

•es  represent  what  the  traitors  will  gain 
*eek  to  disgrace  it,  or  rend  it  in  twa 

y  have,  who  defend  it  from  wrong, 
^t  traitors  ungrateful,  or  foes  that  are  strong. 


star-spangled  bam  :-<!,  White  Aii.l  lilue, 

The  emblems,  so  sacred,  displayed  to  our  view  — 
May  never  a  star,  in  its  galaxy  fade, 

over  grow  brighter  —  in  beauty  arrayed. 


<> 

;n  danger — ye  Union-men  come 
•  sound  o:  —  the  biM 

i  hU  uuir-lor-tus  li  , 
the  soil  of  Freedom's  fair  1.. 
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Wtr-dogs  of  Car.  loose  on  her  soil, 

ing  and  t  !  — 

They  '11  find  luit  p<>,,r  I'ickt-nx,  whatever  they  Ve  sought, 
When  they  march  in  array  'gain-t  tin-  true  -hearted  Scott. 

's  a  maxim  as  trnc  as  ne  is  sad, 

uom  the  gods  H  .  they  first  cause  to  be  in 

Ittau-rcgard  well  both  his  honor  and  life  — 
Woe,  woe  t<>  ts  in  >ti 


Davis  must  give  up,  and  let  his 

!d  must  each  traitor,  at  Freedom's  loud  call; 
dreadful  hifi  fate,  whom  fair  Liberty 
For  true  nidi  and  traitors  will  early  find  Toombs. 

1    1  oast,  and  Ih'agy,  they  '11  grow  Slemmer,  we 
If  they  ever  in  battle  shall  meet  him  as  foe;  [know, 

For  like  Andcrton  true,  since  the  issues  begun, 
He  is  eager  for  keeping  K.  riuribu*,  one. 

our  l*n  ion  be  severed,  its  banner  destroyed 
.MM»  who  its  honor-  iply  enjoyed? 

Accursed  be  the  tongue,  that  :<•«!  the  thought  — 

And  pal>ied  the  arm,  that  disunion  has  sought. 

The  Union  it  must  be  preserved  ami  kept  whole, 

ave  of  dishonor,  unpunished  should  roll; 
IM,  then,  ye  /V//W*,  ! 
And  >mite  down  each  foeman  and  traitor  alii 

"Of  for  your  homes  —  for  your  altars  and  fires, 
r  your  country,  the  land  of  -- 

o'er  the  free, 
and  on  sea. 
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OVK  \ 

-  •'dion  fra 

•"pri-jul, 

hearts  with  fear*, 
save  oar 

•  u  cUtc  ? 
ram  I 

.1  t.  ,:i  Y  ily  boast 

r  coast, 

i  (|u«*ll  ilu-ir  a-  .»r§; 

A  safer,  stronger  guard  have  we, 
Defending  us  on  land  and  *ca  — 


Muling  annioH  had  we  kept, 
A  are  had  on-  ace  we  §1> 

r  lulled  were  all  our  fears; 

'  a  hand 

'  US. 

Hut  v.  .:*,  were  borne 

ised  were  all  oar  fears; 

were  foii: 
dread  SM 
To  go  as 


All 

r  fears  — 
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Who  .ji):  .,u,l 

•  >n — 
Those  noble  VOLUNTEERS. 

ar's  deadly  strife  shall  cease; 

When  all  <>ur  hearts  :  ,  peace, 

An.l  liu-hol  an-  all  our  fr.-i 

«  l«u  i  1 1 n /./.as  the  air  Khali  i 
And  grateful  tributes  will  we  bring 

For  gallant  Von 


"GOD  HAS  A  PLAN. 

"God  has  a  plan 

For  every  man/' 
And  He  's  a  plan  for  you ; 

So,  watch  and  pray, 
1  He,  some  day, 
Will  show  you  what  to  do. 

Be  not  afraid, 

Nor  e'<-r  <-d, 

Though  clouds  obstruct  your  view; 

But  watch  and  pray, 

From  day  to  day — 
He  '11  teach  you  what  to  do. 

In  every  state 

Be  't  small  01 
Thei  I'MMUirh  for  you, 

And,  day  by  day, 

While  here  you  stay, 
Ask  what  He  '11  have  you  do. 


T8  1  '*'• 


ft*— 

••w; 

.irk, 

tlo  the  work 
may  show  to  700. 


v  DHTO  nu:i:. 

Dearest  Saviour,  grant  Thy  blessing, 

A  >ugfa  we  be; 

May  we  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 

ow  cloMly  after  Thee. 

A  orM,  with  all  its  treasure, 
Far  -  ever  be ; 

May  it  be  our  chiefest  pleasure, 
wing,  closely,  after  Thee. 

••  we  are,  in  life,  advancing 

ur  hearU  entrancing, 
i  us  closely  unto  Thee. 

i en  we  leave  this  world  of  sadness, 

i  our  souls  from  sin  set  free, 
May  we  go  with  joy  and  gladness, 
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From  tin-  primitive  days  of  Adam  and  Eve, 

SaUn's  success lul 
(  Mir  I-'ii-t   I'ai.  Dike  tin  m  1<« 

It'  rightly  understood, 
illage  and  hamlet,  in  city  ami  town, 
From  the  beggar  in  rags,  to  the  king  on  his  throne, 
Deception  has  reigned 
Over  iiu-n  nnrcKtraim 
And  its  author  will  still  continue  his  sway 
Till  the  dawn  of  that  bright  Millennial  day, 
When  war  .shall  <  • 

the  nations,  in  peace, 
ill  hail  the  release 

of  Troth,  thraldom  •  and  Wrong, 

And  the  himi  itan,  so  firm  and  so  strong, 

That  never  again 
Will  he  walk  aen, 

shall  dwell  in  a  cave,  dark,  dreary  and  wild, 
Where  hope  never  entered,  and  peace  never  smiled. 

The  vices,  beheld  in  d-  '|  false  glass, 

•  al  but  tiie  features  of  virtue's  fair  face, 

allure  the  y< 

With  their  flattering  tongue — 
;>'P  after  step,  in  destruction's  broad  i 
'J'ill  they  sink  'neath  th>  load. 

'.ith  care 

y  learn  to  beware 
Of  deceit's  fatal  snare, 


few  would  believe 

Beneath  n  r — «o  fault  lets  and  fair 

-  of  wrong  should  be  lingering  there. 


PAB01 

Breathes  there  a  boy,  with  soul  so  dead 

ith  Raid, 

11 1  am,  indeed,  a  natural  fool, 
To  in  .»  in  school  — 

Whose  conscience  ne'er  within  him  hnrned, 

If,  his  inin-1  lie  turned, 
thought  ho  \i  never  rue  the  day 

!  he  fooled  his  time  away  ? 
If  such  there  be,  go,  mark  him  well  ; 

Above  the  beasts  which  graze  the  fit- 
To  thoughtless  indolence,  or  play, 
ales  of  school  wonld  disobey — 

isi>  parents,  proud  : 

Boundless  their  wealth  as  wish  can  claim — 
Despite  those  parents*  name  and  pelf, 
The  wretch,  forgot  by  all  but  self, 

•>wn, 
-hall  go  down 

••  he  sprung, 
Unwi  'lored — may  be,  hung. 
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DO  RICH  1 

To  tin-  rliil.l  that  'a  just  starting  in  life's  busy  way, 
>se  soul  is  entranced  with  the  joys  01 

a  to  guide  him  along 

In  the  path  w;  stations  around  him  will  tin 

-•  h 

To  the  boy,  whose  whole  mind,  with  frivolity  gay, 
Regards  only  things  that  pertain  to  his  play, 

uld  whisper  one  maxim,  in  accents  so  clear, 
II.-  w,  .u  1.1  cease  from  his  sport — to  my  words  would 

ht." 

To  the  youth,  who  sees  naught  in  his  castles  in  nir, 

t  can  thwart  his  success,  or  his  plans  can  impair, 
\Yho  can  see  his  whole  life  pictured  «>nt  in  his  mind, 
aid  whisper  one  maxim — a  safe  one,  he  '11  find — 

"Do  right." 

To  him  who  has  passed  on  to  manhood's  full  pr 
Who  to  labor  and  gain  is  devoting  his  time, 
I  would  whisper  one  maxim,  and  have  him  give  heed, 
It  is  one  will  sustain  him,  when  greatly  in  need — 

"Do  right.'' 

To  the  man  who  has  lived  to  his  three-score  and  ten, 
Who  has  found  that  his  hopes  huve  been  cherished  in  vain, 
Which  he  formed  with  so  earnest  a  trust  in  his  youth, 
I  would  whisper  one  maxim— one  guiding  to  truth — 

"Do  right" 

"What  is  right?  is  there  any  one  asks  of  me  1. 
Can  you  tell  us  the  meaning  in  accents  as  clear, 


GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POETS.  1 


LINKS  WRI'i  i  in:  DED1  N*  OF 

A\     \\.\\\   M. 

little  book,  cull  inrii.Uhip'i  flowers 
a  bloKHom  in  ihoM  early  hours 

in  gladneet— 

••  riper  age  baa  brought  iU  cares — 
••  sin  baa  laiii  Inn  trraclf  roiiH  raaret 

To  call  t  --rids  of  youth, 

When  all  our  bopea  were  bright  with  truth, 
I*  MICH t '»i N *s  swri-tr-t  duty  { 

res  of  later  years— 
s  away  our  doubts  and  fears— 
-hows  us  only  beau 

•iy  book,  record  the  names 
And  tbonghta  of  those  whom  f:  clai 

To  me  a  sacred  treasure — 
That  \\li.-ii  in  aft.T  y,-ar»  I  see 

>se  thoughts  and  names,  so  dear  to  me, 
T  will  be  a  source  of  pleasure. 
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NOKTI!  \\  INI),  SUN  AND  TRAVELLER, 

JtSOP.— FiBtE  41. 

Upon  a  stormy,  gusty  day, 

ind  was  boasting  «>f  his  sway — 
ity  deeds  he  could  perform, 
ne'er  he  chose  to  raise  a  st< 
He  boasted  of  the  trees  upturn. -.1 — 
Of  wealthy  cities  he  1.  1 ; 

H«  told  of  -Mips  upon  the  strand 
Destroyed  by  his  all-powerful  han  1 ; 
Then  in  a  loud,  defiant  tone, 
Ami  with  a  bluster  all  his  own, 
He  scornful  turned  his  haughty  head, 
And  thii.  unto  the  SUM  he 
"  0  thou,  who,  kinnr  of  d;i\  ine, 

How  weak  tl;  !  with  mi 

What  mighty  de 
I  boast  not,"  mildly  -un, 

t,  if  you  choose,  our  power  we  '11  try 
On  yonder  traveller  j  y  ; 

Who  first  shall  cause  his  cloak  to  fall, 
Shall  victor  be  esteemed  by  all." 
To  t\\\<  the  Wind  «ravo  (jui. 
And  to  his  work  i  nt ; 

He  shook  his  wings  with  furious  roar, 
And  loudly  raved,  an  1  swore, 

Bat  as  he  fierce  and  fiercer  )>!< 
The  traveller  close  and  closer  drew 

•doak,  and  held  with  linn  ii:- 
I'ntil  X'.rth-wind  liis  force  had  >i.«-nt — 
Who,  forced  at  la  Id, 


.  -t.-  an  1  ,,  .!l  l!i,-  ! 

tli  brilliant  II 

i  ark  tie** 

t  varment  ray, 

••Ho. I  the  mini,  now  faint  and  weak, 
•;ik,  and  shelter  seek. 

-reload  will  t  ugth, 

nnoHM,  real  strength — 

That  he  who  HtriveM,  with  careful  ha: 

To  scatter  bUatings  o'er  the  ' 

H  — 

he  who  wantonly  destroys. 


A  MORNING 


Father,  in  love, 
Look  from  above 
And  '  :  nimble  prayer; 

In  wisdom'*  way  — 
i  every  evil  snare. 

iear,   ' 
appear 
Befoi  'i  throne, 

i.lest  n  a: 
And  n« 
•:iune  (i«» 
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<  »li,  may  I  be 

e  give  ho- 
>  do. 

Lcrace  ini] 

•   in  my  1; 
No  wicked  thought  ma 

Nor  foolish  word 
Be  from  me  heard — 
Oh,  make  me  truly  \vi 

And  when,  at  la 
My  days  are  ; 

And  hit-Mrs  all  are  o'er; 
Thru  may  I  be 
Received  by  Th< 

To  praise  forevermore. 


THE  MODEL  AND  TIIK  STATUE, 

"  Each  man  makes  his  own  statue— huil-ls  1m. 

Tn  that  large  block  of  marble,  so  pure  and  BO  white, 
Lies  a  statue  of  sonic  kind,  concealed  from  the 
And  tin?  arti>t,  who  MM-ks  to  reveal  it,  will  lind 
It  to  be  like  the  model  he  has  in  his  mind. 

1  lie  Ye:,  ..nt  from  it  l-i 

With  a  beaut  u-e  «.f  k'n. 


01:  -jii  ; 

-,  so  faultier,  call  forth  from  iu  sleep— 
i  he  model  matl  keep. 

-,  Ht«-«,|y  :  y  sUnd, 

most  eameMJy  work  with  hi-  chisel  in  hat 
-•ut  pattern*  arise, 
<>r  to  daude  hit  eye*. 

Aft  from  marble  the  Mat  tie  in  skillfully  wrought, 

•ut  of  it  1 

i  om  each  hnman  form  the  Creator  ban  ma  : 
o  most  come  forth  a  character  clearly  portrayed. 

11  skill  as  an  a  ry  one  prove, 

IB  preparing  bin  -.ul  f«»r  tin*  m.t unions  mbove— 

work  he  most  do, 
ilie  Saviour,  his  model,  keep  ever  in  view. 
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Harsh  words  fell  on  a  \  .  Ts  ear, 

Filling  iU  heait  \\itli  <l<>ul>t  and  fear; 
>p  stood  in  those  little  eyes, 

And  sad  - 

1  tbone  words  left  a  -;    t  — 

••  roan  forget,  tlu>  oliiM 

srrds  then  M 


•  n  ; 

Aii'i  indeed, 

. 

i  iii  that  J  .it, 

h,  else,  w«  i 'art. 

cave 
Within  tin-  heart,  to  make  it  grieve; 

do  ii"t  j'UiiM-,  nor  wait  to  say, 
Will  the  use  of  kin 
Thi-y  will  ii<>t  pay,  in  lands  or  gold, 
But  yet  may  find,  in  a  heart  too  c<>M, 
A  place  to  shine  with  a  Lr''iii-'il  li^rht — 
Lining  the  clouds  with  Jit. 

The  fierce  storm  fell  on  a  teacher's  h- 
As  she  stood  pleading  for  shelter  and  Im-ad. 
The  house's  urn-leaned,  the  seamstress's  1 
And  we  Ve  not  killed  our  pig  this  year — 
The  door  closed  cold  in  the  teacher's  face; 
\Vhere,  oh  !  where  will  she  find  a  place? 
Then  wise  men  meet  in  grave  debate, 
To  view  all  sides  of  the  question  great. 
Shall  we,  the  district  teat  hers  find 
A  place  to  board  ju-t  to  the  mind? 
Or  send  them  like  the  Wandering  Jew, 
Where  1,  H  are,  luit  welcomes  few  V 

But  oil  !   committee  man,  l>ev 
Your  feet  may  hit  i  snare  1 

Consider  well,  ere  you  decide — 
i  triets  ;_'<,  \\li.-rc  it  *i  been  tried; 

Kind  out  what  all  t  l»ors  say, 

it  pay? 


01: 

i  dollars, 

Al  well  a*  ben  .,,lam— 

Then  shall  wi-  teacher* 

lace,  aa  we  d"  mf 

Or  a«-:  1.  like  «  dotf,  for  A  hone— 

Sometime*  to  find  onet  sometime*  none  ? 

.••an  that  ' 
Twa- 

Mar  to  p.. 
or  restless  ghont ; 
ke  a  home-like  place  to  tUjr— 
That  IH,  if  th»-  woultl  j»ay — 

\Vln-tv,  afler  talk  ;iy, 

could  ^'",  and  not  have  a  word  to  MJ; 

uiHocial  creaturea, 
Bat  only  weary,  faithful  Uachert. 

A  few  scholars  gat  in  a  school-room,  low, 

like  an  Indian's  bow; 

The  seats  were  far  school-room  floor, 

That  their  lun^  mi^ht  lircath<»  the  dead  air  o 
The  house  \va  rhetorical  plan — 

nuch  in  lit  ill-  ttpace  as  you  can. 
In  such  school -houses,  small  and  low, 
They  think  I>ani<>l  Webstera  will  surely  grow — 

*  fault — 

<>v«»r  try  to  raise  sheep  -ah. 

1  think  that  that  was  a  queer  idea; 

rule  applit  s  just  here. 
In  that  c.i  you'd  surely  smy, 

in  't  be  done — it  will  i 

chance  you  can, 
>e  man. 


•JIM;  Gl:  TS. 

In  after  year-  -tay, 

A-k  y..-.  will  pay. 

'Twas  Sal  n     the  li 

In  1-eanty,  fell  o'er  tli«-  lniid«-eaj.e  In-; 

1  by  a  mother's  care, 

Wandered  a  i  tin-  house  of  prayer. 

But,  u  Feed  my  lambs,"  the  Saviour  said ; 

they  are  iH't  D  i.  unfed. 

To  wander  with  MH  »ml  tlic  sinner  away, 
For  the  love  of  pure  hearts  will  not  pay. 

Will  it  pay  to  speak  kind  words  to  old  and  young? 
"Will  it  pay  to  put  a  bridle  on  the  unruly  ton<_r 
Will  it  pay  to  keep  the  children  from  ignorance  and  sin  y 
Will  it  pay  to  have  them  walk  beauty's  paths  within  ? 
Will  it  pay  to  send  the  children  to  the  sanctuary, 
There,  in  holy  love,  evil  thoughts  to  bur 

Will  it  pay  to  thank  these  friends,  as  they  pass  away, 

For  the  kind  and  marked  attention  that  they  have  pleased 

to  j  [ways, 

for  there  's  no  word  we   use.  in   all   life's   chan^in^ 

That  principal  and  int«-re>t,  like  u  thank  you,"  always  pays. 


-  LLUTATOBY, 

WRITTE*  AMD  SPOKE*  AT  THE  CLOSE  or  SPRIXO  TERM  or  Srowe  HIOH  Sen 

Welconn 

we  give  you  all  to-ni^ht  : 

.  so  free  and  Ji. 


rai 


\\  .         !i..     !:•  ill  thr»f  teal-lion,  tOOJ 

w  give  to  you. 

\\  .   i  .i\o  come  from  leani 

pebbles  l»r-  i-l.t. 

were  scatt«-r.-.l,  and  we  'vo  gathered, 
1  Boundless  sea  of  thought. 

We  have  come,  a  -chool-  mates, 

At  tii*  •  lone  of  one  more  t« 

fruiu  of  present  greatnetw, 
tlowert  the  ^ 

Alt:  1  10  fount  of  knowledge, 

We  have  drunk  l.ut  1 

..•,i:;li  'i:  int  of  famed  ones, 

io8  have  not  been  set; 

.miiched  our  barques,  all  gai 
the  stream  of  knowledge  bright, 
1  we  cast  our  anchor,  «1  . 
it  we  drift  not  back  by  night. 

have  raised  our  standard  heavenward  — 

j  .OS    II  II  fill. 

us, 
*  -  XrAW,,  ike  hop*  of  all  th  «ortt" 

>,  school  -mates,  we  hav. 
.ind  ; 

Illo^  wkM  ihb  WM  fpokt«,»  Urg«  U.  8.  §M  «M  •tf^clMd  taktei 

ll,r   ,!.,<.•  .   «,,!      .      ,1    !     •  •    U  :     !!     .    '      1  '..     -     '  U         II     |  r 


01; 

Th<  -re, 

i,  once  again,  wo  stand; — 

Stand,  as  should,  the  friends  of  learn 

Is  ne'er  turning, 
For  they  hrin^  rewards  most  s\\ 

Did  I  say  we  all  had  gathered — 

Gathered  <me  mil>r<»keii  hand  ? 
That  we  'd  met  with  joyful  \v« 
As,  of  yore,  \\  >  stand  '.' 

No — for  some  are  calmly  sleeping 

With  tin-  dear  and  holy  dead  ; 
Others,  faithful  watch  are  keeping, 

Where  the  soldier's  tents  are  spread. 

Others,  still,  have  left  the  school-room, 
For  a  field  more  broad  and  large ; 

While  some  linger,  faithful  teachers, 
With  a  high  and  holy  charge. 

But  we  still  are  left  together 

Once,  again,  within  this  hall; 
And  we  bid  you  one  more  welf 

Ere  the  Father's  voice  shall  call. 

Welcome,  then,  a  joyful  welcome, 

By  this  merry  school-mate  band  ; 
Welcome  all  these  friends  of  learning — 
tids  of  work  so  high  an 

But  there  '11  be  more  joyful  welcome, 

When  we  're  gathered  round  the  Throne- 


Ml 

t'lly  welcomes— 
>wn. 

'.IIIIIAII  heart; 

••,  we  meet  with  joyful  welcome* — 
more  to  part. 


II 

Will  IT..   AND   lil.i 

ft?  Arm  Run*.  IT  U.  8.  UaAjrr,  IMft. 

iia.H  fallen;  let  all  the  people  all- 
are  in,  ami  rebel*  Are  out. 

now  be  opened,  to  free  our  brave  in 

iii«l  hurrah  !  for  oar  RoMicr*  so  t; 

I'.lue. 

;  tod  on  to  renown, 

•:ii|  If  1  «1 

-il  no  high, 

o"  wan  with  t  me 

\Vhito,  a 


t  in  as  victors,  who  came  ont  as 

10  matbr*.  •  hunted  knave*: 

and  the  «i  liu/./JW, 

welcome<l  in  I  .ire: 

•;  ••  iu  ti  ,  wan  awakenetl  anew,  [Blue. 

raUed  o^  ,  and 


'MO  I'S. 

A*  sooner  or  later  all  wrong  ev< 

Oh  !    think  <>f  tin-  \\  rOngfl  "in   1 
Now  we  know  they  an 

8  vonr  v  [  Blue. 

For  they '\r   raised  o\  •  I,  Whit.*. 

Hurrah  for  our  General- 

Who  are  watching  and  working  tn.L'uui.i  ,nt — 

Hurrah  f<«r  tin-  vietories  they  an 
And  a  prayer  for  the  safety  of  those  in  the  IV.. 
Yes,  ami  hurrah  for  brave  Sheridan.  : 
1  all  those  that  can}  il.e  I;<«i,  "Whir 

Let  old  Britain  look  on.  uith  ),- 

11  are  freemen,  alter  nil  of  her  fears: 
Now,  if  she  gets  nervous,  and  v. 

\\  .    '11  furnish  it  l'..r  her.  a-  \ve  did  ' 

And  if  she  dare  toiicli  he  \\ill  ; 

For  she  '11  find  that  we  tan  md  I.Iue. 

Old  Lee  has  surrendered — and,  in  that  one 

lie  has  shown  to  the  world  the  unhln-h;iiLr  fact, 

it  cowards  and  knaves  have  I  an 

But  the  good  "  Ship  of  State"  lui  \\  •  atlu-r 

And  they've  planted  their  fe«  t,  1..  th  1«  ad  r  and  fin 
On  the  soil  over  which  lloat- 

Let  it  float,  let  it  float,  o'er  land,  and  o'er  sea, 
The  emblem  oi  ree  : 

• 
Over  true  loyal  women,  and 


ORF 

IT— 

ue. 

anjje  newt  has  ootne    ah  !  too  aad  for  belief; 

•  killed, 

u»  heart  forever  U  »till» 
The  ii. i  all  it  ran  do, 

1  Blue. 

Bleej'  i  hast  w. 

IIM  pas-., 

;h  cUrknesa  and  gloom, 

rest  thee,  *  .an'n  proud  Uui 

Aii'l  tit  •"..  rmnaomed  land  !  tliv  thauk-iri\  injr  renew 

:i8,n  for  the  Hed,  White,  mul  Blue. 
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or  wtvMtw. 
Mr.  Th»y*r  kM  wrHtrn  utnlrr  the  name  of  -  Oorna." 

TIM:  \\ 

A*  IBBMCLAft  OD  otl'.n  »L  IMC. 

ital 

you  an\ 
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The  cent-hnnter  cries,  as  he  rapidly  (lies 
From  shop  to  vardly  KU 

For  rusty  old  coppers,  of  an.  i. nt  .lies  ! 

It  :    'lotlbt, 

And  wish  for  fnrtl 

Stand  h<-n>  with  in«\ 
Aii'l  -""ii  Y.ui  will  see 
The  cent-hunters  start,  all  j 
.  ' 
( MM  cents,  old  cents,  old  c« 

:u's  coinage  nice, 
Old  Lvnts.  <.ld  cents,  old  cents — 

<  >li,  tin-so  are  the  pearls  of  great  price  ! 
The  teaci  Minir  \\\>  uri'!»"iinar  an  : 

Goes  searcltiiiL1  -TS  six  ilay>  in  a  v. 

And  would  n  r  the  sevc 

ild  tli.-y  .vay, 

(  MI  that  solemner  day 

Set  apart  to  prepare  for  our  rest  in  tlin  heavens  ! 
The  "  Doctor"  leaves  his  place  on  the  wall, 
The  shop-keeper's  coppers  to  overhaul, 
Or  into  the  street,  liU«;  a  maniac  stai 

lays  and  i 

The  merchant  of  Main-stn-rt,  who  hates  aristocracy, 
Sells  the  best  goods,  and  b«  <1<  mocracy, 

With  a 

As  a  .lud^r  i'«»r  his  wine, 
Starts  off  in  pur-uit  »»t' a  " seventy-Hi 
The  son  n:  hii  apron  l«-ts  fall, 

Drops  his  lap-stone.  hanini'M-  and 
And  soon  yon  will  see 
Him  returning  in  | 
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i»e! 

4  bit  scissors  and  pen, 

<;..«•*  M-ar.-inti-  AN  ooppen  with  oominoQ  OMB  i 
Carefulh  ce, 

•an  the  golden  fleece! 
See  how  thi-y  ^  .1  up  in  ; 

:ul  coppers,  of  rations  ntyles—  » 

>'••!  old, 
1          ;«'d  \viih  \rr.!: 

"  covered  with  itcratches  and  dcnU, 
M  .-!  1  ••  M.i-«.i<-'viM»tU  cenUw— 
iocs  unlike  us  the  pigeon  and  utork, 
r  soar-covered  l»n-lhr«-n  of  ••  ,lrr--  k  ! 

'I, 
-•red  visage,  audacious  and  I 

place  with  the  ^at  »ftts, 

With  •  iroii^li  tlu»  in 

i  saw  stars,  throu^i  ghosta! 

The  strife  bein.-  -ins 

i  ;  -raises  of  copper  c 

As  Uie  coppers  wet  ig  : 

Far  eastward,  by  the  Gaagea  stream, 
In  -.  so  we  are  t- 

•re  Reason^  lightH  hut  dimly  gleam, 
They  worship  images  of  g* 


-dom'H  ways  a 

N  and  soult  entranced, 
:»cr  goti  ! 


•Jl  1 

His  star-eneireh'd  tare  we  B66 

Beam  mild  tit : 

He  kept  our  iniii'l 
\vill  till  t 

•  (1,  if  we  may  return, 

If  proper, 
With  senses,  qui. 

\\  B  '11  still  pursue  the  t 
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Untaught  by  schools  in  science  of  rli 

Unpensioned  by  kings,  and  not  caring  a  dime 

For  rules  that  were  made  in  tin-  morning  of  time — 

And  which  like  the  fossils  of  ages  old, 

Are  covered  all  over  with  mo»  and  mould, 

I  only  tune  my  wonderful  1 

When  Wisdom  de<-rer>,  and  tin-  LT"ds  inspire; 

But  the  lyre  which  should 

Be  here  understood 

Is  one  that  is  tuned  for  the  public  good — 
And  not  the  great  one  so  allied  t 
With  the  y  left  out,  and  the  /  put  in ; 
But  one  which  the  ages  in  tune  have  kept — 
Which  the  linger-  <>f  Homer  and   Virgil  have  swept  : 
(Whose  mu-ie  .-till  riiiLfs  in  each  palace  and  shanty.) 
And  on  which  was  played  tl.  f  Dante: 

While  later  the  lyi 
By  Shakspeare,  and  Copper,  and  Byron,  and  Burns ! 


01 

v  give  y«»ut  «' 
ue  day, 

U'st    I(HI1|>   Ol 

•  i«e*  to  pay— 

up 

As  you  w 

fore 

:  — 

•  while, 
i  the  latest  tit 

A  week  has  pass*!  ade 

ly  re«pectal>le"  man  has  made, 

\-  a  senseless  clod, 

Now  walks  witli  the  ai  •  pomp  of  a  go<l ! 

In  I'f.i.  :i-calf  hoots,  and  neat  kid  gloves, 

es, 
unp-i  at  the  chance  to  hold  intimate  chat 

ainless  head,  in  a  shining  hat, 
As  eagerly  a-  iiful  cat 

i  at  the  sight  of  a  rat. 
Look  into  the  str-  :e  goes 

:  metl  kin 
tin  a-i  a:i  in, 

^t  man. 
1,  alone, 

He  has  ma  a^es  his  own ; 

than  tiiis  a-.  than  all, 

i  •  weak  who  were  ready  to  fall, 

iles*  poor 


ITS. 

:  hcrlcss  child 
Has  !  smiled 

that  fell  like  rain  on  the  floor, 

• 
\         -ion  of  good  to  his  fellow-men  : 

..    froth; 
one  thin^  i*  lacking,  and  that  is — cloth. 

£0  up  to  prav 

And  worship  the  gods  from  day  to  day, 
i  Ml  see  the  man,  whom  the  tailor  ma 
Sitting  hi^h  with  the  doctors  in  purple  arra\ 
While  Nature's  great  nobleman  in  plain  d 

Whose  name,  even,  never  a  Pharisee  knows, 
Is  shown  a  back  seat,  where  the  Publican  goes. 
( >ur  worship  of  cloth  is  evinced  in  the  street, 
By  petting  or  spurning  the  children  we  meet; 
This  one  in  fine  laces  and  costly  bro. 
Is  a  sweet  little  angel  from  paradise  strayed, 
I'.iit  the  same  child  in  u  h.-me-j-un."  at  Wind-or  or 
Would  he  only  a  /  .//<?  from  ( 

And  sometimos  'tis  hai  teachers  to  mar.shal 

iidi  to  he  wholly  imjiartial, 

And  I  fear,  though  no  proof  can  he  hrou.  tain, 

That  even  a  DANA  could  not  well  refrain 
.  liiiLfrrin^  longer  with  mousxeline  de  ' 
:i  lie  Call  IOW  in  their  sums  tli.-y  ; 

i  he  would  with  the  Miss  in  a  cheap  . 
I'.ut  this  gentle  hint 
Let 

.  and  h.-nce, 

i'ar  as  he  pos-ihly  can,  will 
\Vith  all  pallia! 


' 

••  your  eye*  f 
MH»n*»  <  I  en  ire* 

IUvi-  ace 

-,  «nd  comet*,  through  fptoe; 

u'l>t 
. 
But  know.  • 

irn, 

That  xwiftrr  tlum  litfht,  or  ouiK-t,  or  star, 
You  arc  h.»  •  •  bar, 

ill  not  e*  ;  ins, 

In  j.nrrliasii,  ir  +\n»\ 

\\\\  you  :  lay 

••**  yoortelvoi  for  tin-  jm lament  «Uy, 
Or  torn  to  look  at  yourwlvei*  in  the  glaM 
stage  of  !  JIM! 

Of  all  • 

• 
<>  faMmplatf* 

An. I  ?  .-losfly  n' 

The  work  U  a« 
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SLIDING  DOWN   IIIII 
I  used  to  love, 

with  JILT'1 

To  take  my  sled  an  liill 

In  a  clear,  cold.  \  lit  : 

An«l  niMsie  tn  iin-  U  tli--  ,<>ise 

dozen  or  two  of  girls  and  boys, 
\Vhile  the  frost-gems  sparkle  in  all  the  trees, 
Bright  as  A  ret  urns  :in>i 

Sitting  here  to-ni^ht,  bow'd  down  with  years, 
With  thoughts  tlmt  arc  backward  cast, 
ion  of  sleds  and  sliders  appears, 
Al  they  were  in  tlie  days  that  are  past, 
When  my  si.  ]C) 

While  two  <rjrl-anns  him-;  on  t«.  my  n 
And  we  —  in  the  boy's  inelegant  phrase  — 
li'-ad  over  h«  ;o  ways  ! 

But  the  moral  world  which  is  meant  in  the  rh 
Through  whirh  we  rapidly  -lid.-, 

Has  its  steep  ascents,  np  which  we  climb, 
And  its  hills,  down  which  we  slide  !  — 

Has  its  ups  and  downs,  as  the  saying  goes; 

Has  its  summer  flowers,  and  winter  snows, 

Its  storms  and  sunshine,  f<>Lr*  and  1>1L 

Its  pleasant  days,  and  B< 

it  a  host  of  sleds  there  arc  i 
With  their  nani.-s  in  paint  unhfHed, 
That,  meteor-like,  are  p! 

•  hills  of  ;  i  world  ! 


GREEN  M< 

-  convoy  of  sleds  M  ihoy  go 

UlW, 

re  some  >eo  ahall  a*toni«h  the  r 

i  »iuafth  goes  the  sled,  and— smash  goes  the  »1. 

•wn  wife  igm- 

'«  board 
\\  iiii-h  ..li.ial.l  l.«  ipeiit  tt 

in  Uger  beer, 
i.-.-s  iii  thf  hiiiiu»  that  WAI  once  BO  dear, 

that  haunts  the  *till  ; 
know  of  a  truth,  he  ia  gliding  down  hill ! 

me  this  suppress, 

lie  apes  t  ing  and  dress 

t*  alone  can  afford — ) 
ives,  as  I  said.  >  Ions  display 

;  fine  silks  for  which  labor  mnst  pay, 

\Vliito  holds  the  bill — 
;ves  are  fast  sliding  down  hill ! 

n  boys,  \\  in  mind, 

That  farming 

o  plow  and  hoe  and  harrow 

"  city  wheel, 

v  do  as  COPPER  on  it  they, 

some  future  day, 

••ly  will, 
lenuelves  rap:  .^  down  hill ! 


L'L'O  QI: 

When  young  n 

1  earn  tin-  In. 

•'•!••  in.l..]. 

Whose  reading  is  trash  \vhirli  the  novel  MIJ  j 
Whose  bn  'iiiLr  town  scandal  and  lies; 

I  always  tell  them,  and  \viti  \\ill, 

O,  foolish  young  men!  you  are  sliding  down  hill ! 

hethcr  members  of  churches  or  not, 
Swell  up  with  inordinate  pride 
Over  dollars  and  acres  dishonestly  jj 

!  turn  from  the  poor  a^ 
Forgetting  their  highest  earthly  tr:. 
Forgetting  that  they  fhfnuefeef  are  dust; 
I  always  say,  let  them  ..well  a*  they  will, 
That  one  thing  is  sure — they  are  sliding  down  hill ! 

When  women,  the  stars  in  our  social  sk 

WliOM  present  its, 

Forgetting  their  babies,  and  puddings  and  pies, 

Turn  wranglers  for  "women's  rii_'h:- 
I  always  say,  and  the  case  is  plain, 
Though  I  do  it,  I  own,  with  a  deal  of  pain  ; 
Good  women,  deny  and  disown  it  who  will, 

are  mounted  on  sleds,  and  are  sliding  down  hill 

ii  pretty  young  girls,  for  whose  dear  sake 

it  Copper  would  hazard  all, 
Leave  mother  t  and  iron,  and  i 

While  they  go  to  « 

.I  it  RCCO1 

To  dance,  than  to  dai  ht, 


ORBBI  HOI  M  u:,  :    .  .  - 

Much  a*  !  -in,  I  feel  it  fttill 

a  they're  sliding  down  hill ! 

Wh-  i  fanatic*  proclaim  their  desire 

a  MA  to  sea, 
y  tee  a  w 
If  a  "ni^t-r"  "reby  go  free; 

look  oat  ami  *ee  these  tletwUble  gftngt 
: rl>iiig  the  peace  with  raving  harangnea, 

IH  every  good  i  11, 

- !  you  are  in  fur  a  »li*le  down  hill ! 

•i  mon  pn  to  tead  oat  to  Delhi, 

Home  other  pagan  thorea, 

ile  faces  beseechingly  cry 
y  doore, 

;  ain, 

As  Lazar  LIU, 

I  mutt  express  the  belief,  u 

«e  heathen-savers  are  sliding  down  lull ! 

lot  us  no  live,  that  while  life  remains, 

me  no  guilty  f«.*»« 

To  disturb  the  slide,  which  Nature  ordains, 
ie  rale  of  years; 
'•re  resign  in  ur  lit'*-'*  hrra- 

May  the  Ferryman,  \va  oar, 

•re! 

when  th.  :irk, 

\ve  go  on  -  10  Iwatitiful  park 

In  tli.it 


GREEN  POETS. 

.»r«'  a<  the  "  mill,.' 
'••Is  left  Iti'hind  in  the  narrow  \\< 
labor  all  done. 
May  eacli  .1  \vr]l-xjM-iit  I; 


<>rn  WIVES. 


•  •Li  monk-  in  n-iN  red 

Like  tin-  scax.ns  without  .1 
vithout  the  m 
Like  an  orLr;m  ,,,,t  ,,f  tune, 
Like  a  "fardeii  without  vines, 

;i  dinner  without  \\ 
Or  a  ship  with 

Useless,  though  of  line-  1  pat: 
Or  a  comet  with  its  tail 
Lost  within  the  rin^s  of  Saturn, 
Such  is  man  without  a  mate  1 
Such  is  life's  umlual  state  1 
-less,  selfish,  i  !••*,,  late  ! 
But  we  have  no  ANOKLS  here 
In  this  rinliiiifiital  >j»here; 
Only  WMMKN  live  earlh-1; 
And  from  -e  our  wives! 

^"1  _rht 

\Vlii!«-  I  wj 

Indulging  no  satirical  sj 
For  love  is  the  poet's  life  and  lijrht  ; 

he  song 


OBI  I  N   '•:    '•....••          .  -JJ-; 

To  .iig, 

.th  aa  ft  iftcrt 

Now  t  ^-ay, 

And  <-rful  lay, 

1  to  age,  or  the  fancies  of  ;-onth, 

.1  most  on  act  tli ! 

Po»-  iica 

rict, 

All  "Vi-r  the  sensation  sheet* 

Those  great  blanket  «heeU  wherein  follir  uea 

redoininsnt  themes  of  the  times  1 
•1th  moat  be  told,  and  the  sooner  we  kno 
i  all,  unle*-  j'oet, 

.,  like  all  ire  the  sad  doom 

To  have  hi*  head  broke  with  lie  or  broom  ! 

Be  tl 

And,  i  ier,  seek  aid  from  the  gods! 

\\     •  u's  slaves  ad- 

.in  ill  all 

I  rogue! 

:•!*  the  kind  now  most  in  vogue  I 
s  like  these,  with  cash  in  the  locker, 

iealers 
Have  ever  been  "  men  a  >  Ktealera," 

ist  they  sell  \  is, 

Aa  they  do  way  down  in  the  <  '.u  V.iuai; 

M  marts  of  fah 
Souls  are,  as  in  marts  Circassian, 


J_>  I  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POK  I 

Bui  ;_rh  to  say  it  I  'm  loth, 

The  wives  now  in  fashion  are  made  up  of  cloth  ! 
I  hence  I  assert,  at  the  ri  -k  of  my  li 

.  can  sell  you  a  \\; 

Th..  von  the  rihh-Mis  and  lace, 

\  great  earthen  doll  will  do  tor  the  fa.' 
Ait'l  tluMi  i:i  tli"  1-ili  let  thrni  >lvly  U 
Silk  hoso. 

With  nine  or  ten  dresses  of  finest  selection, 
And  wadding  to  form  each  enticing  projection  ! 

11  flowers  artificial,  select  a  rich 
Get  cloth  for  the  cloak,  and  cloth  for  the  du-: 
Bonnets  and  gaiters,  and  t\vo  styles  of  shawl, 
One  -priii  ir.  and  one  for  the  fall  ! 

But  further  1  will  not  name  item  hy  item, 

III,  footed  up,  should  affright  him  ; 

add  a  small  trifle,  say  t 

For  extras  like  lavender,  musk,  and  lace  collars! 
And  ten  do!!  for  a  cameo  pin, 

To  be  had  of  my  friend,  the  watchmaker,  \Vinn  ! 

Now,  my  own  dear  wife, 

Looking  over  my  shoulder  and  threatening  my  life, 
With  ej  ig  lire,  like  tli.-  m..  •!••, 

A-ks  \vhere  is  the  heart,  and  \\  -nl, 

That  is  this  great  pile  of  dry  goods  to 

Hearts,  d 

1.  like  a  mart  ,  his  fate, 

In  "cirel"  '  are  «juit 

1  as  for  K«  '.veil 

Look  fn; 
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\ 

ir*.  Copper, 

1O,  MWOfl    Wifl»,   I   h.i 

May  Jove  aim  at!.  :  at  my  bead, 

net  me  «-.  .al  road 

leads  to  Pluto's  hot  abode; 
.vhoac  realms  of  smoke  and  fire 
r  half  scared  the  r*lia*t  Pryor ! 

I  have  Bold  cow  after  cow 

.  to  bow, 

•it  animaU,  at  Fashion's  shn 
Tar  less  t  than  kinel 

Aii'l  L'"i"'  if]  ( '  t!.'-  MM!  refleotion, 
My  **mitmatu*l  collection, 

i  1'V  for  future  days  and  rainy, 
To  grace  the  cabinet  of  Dana  ! 

tig  the  song, 
»et  if  anything  wrong 
Has  <>ad, 

liat  has  been  said, 
10  gods,  who  favor  the  fair, 

• -amort  call, 

toct,  and  defend  you  all ! 
you  «r*,  but  learn, 


von  pillow  your  head. 

' 
In  tin*  n  i 

>  ashes,  ami  •'. 


SUCCESS. 

That  man  I"  not,  in  »ny  true  m-nsr  mo*t  •accMafal  who  can  - 

.r.ti!,..  :.  I  'loHunt.—  REV.  8.  (5.  ABBOTT. 

What  is  IlK* 

Dollar  on  dollar,  mountain  liiLfli  V 
To  gain  the  world's  approving  smih', 

And  leave  the  soul  to  starve  and  die? 

count  success  by  dollars  gaim  ,1, 

No  inatt.-r  l.y   what   li.-ndi-h  ai 
•th«-r  by  fraiul  or  trick  ol.t.V 
Or  coined  from  cni>hc.l  and  Mce.liir 


Honors  on  Wealth  the  world  bestows 
Less  only  than  OH  the  Most  IIii:h  ; 
.  1  whrii  in  d«-ath  rich  cyt-li  •; 
Marble  perpetuates  the  lie! 

The  church  salvation's  seal  will  place 
On  -  -ban-  thrir 

Knaves  at  whose  doors  tin-  thin,  pale  face 
Of  Want  has  soi; 

Well,  be  it  BO  !    b-t  utcb 

Their  hags  of  gold  with  nervous  ^ra-p. 

;r  when   I  '  Id  touch 

.11  stcrnh 


ir: 
iu  your  «1. 

wake  to  hear,  when  souls  shall  meet, 

i  -lull  fail, 

The  dismal  ha  at 

The  echoes  of  that  mournful  wail ! 


mi:  TOBACCO  FILM). 

t  uniuiji.-iirr.l  in  good, 

fair, 
Before  I  knew  that  devils  could 

Assume  the  garb  that  angels  wear  ; 

1  passed  through  the  gate  that  swung 
To  guard  the  Temple  of  my  soul, 

menage  on  his  tongue, 
As  >  n  stole ! 

•reed  by  men  renown, 

living  great  and  honored  dead, 
••  teemed  to  wear  the  crown 
i-red,  star-lik*  head. 

-cord,  pain  an 
A  so  re  to  spread, 


li'JX 

.i-atli  hi-  kindly  <•; 
II      In  N  a  plant  and  hi. I  me  ta 

Med — slept — from  .In  .,• — 

ire  lay  a  dreary  waste  ! 

He  laid  aside  the  gam  ^ht 

That  had,  till  now,  hi 

my  a-toni-hed  -i^ht, 
UproKe  the  vih«  Tobacco  Fiend! 

Ama/ed,  1  bid  the  monster  quit 

The  Temple  which  his  presence  cursed! 
Too  late !  the  fires  of  hell  were  lit, 

1  1  stood  in  the  smofo  immersed! 

With  will  dethroned  and  vigor  lost, 
No  strength  the  demon  to  dispute, 
i  old,  Oh,  man  !  the  fearful  cost 
Of  tasting  the  forbidden  fruit! 

Come  to  the  ruined  Temple,  come! 

And,  round  its  crumbling  walls  com 
Learn,  as  you  shun  the  demon.  Hum, 

To  shun  the  vile  TOBACCO  J-'M:M.! 


GEORGE  1'.  HAVES. 

Sadly,  0  Sexton,  toll  thy  1- 

Mournfully  bid  its  iron  tongue 
Speak  in  unison  with  the  swell 

hearts,  by  a  sudden  anguish  wrun<r. 


ni 

i«, 
v. 

iulU, 

•idow  upon  our  path  IN  thrown 
By  t  tfrave  our  tear*  have  wet, 

.irker  grown, 
At  if  a  itUr  !  set 

Brother,  farewell,  until  we  meet 

on  yond 
Where  parting  meaaagea  none  re; 

;•*  heard  no  more. 


GOI>. 

<-ret 
( Mi  tin*  ocean,  in  the  air, 

U.  aini  wli.-i..  tli,'  forestri  nod, 
Staiul  <  >od : 

Star*  of  ererla«tin«:  liu'ht. 
Blazing  on  the  brow  of  night, 

-  hymn 
xibter'a  eye  grows 

y  single  wildwood  flou 
>af 

Sn-aks   triaikc   t->   I    111"  '.<  : 


TS. 


Nat-  i« 

Wakw  the  pkneti  prith  i  i 

Rouses,  and,  with  In-art  and  soul, 
d'cid  from  p<t]<>  to  pole. 


A    WINTER'S   NHiHT. 

God  bless  the  friendless  poor  to-night, 
For  cold  and  dark  tin-  >t«»nn  is  sweeping; 

Obscured  is  every  orb  of  light, 

And  darkness  o'er  the  world  is  creep 

any  a  lone  and  cheerless  hearth 
The  eyes  that  have  grown  dim  with  sorrow, 
Shall  close,  to  ope  no  more  on  earth, 
Before  the  coming  of  to-morrow  I 

By  scores  I  see  tin-in  yielding  up 

The  foim-.  1-y  hunger  worn  and  waste,]  ; 

But  death  is  not  the  bitten-^  cup 
Which  pale  and  dying  lips  have  tasi 

Stand  where  some  mother's  work  is  done, 
Whose  tears  are  with  lu-t  umni«-nts 

She  prays;  but  not  that  she  may  slum 
The  grave,  to  which  her  fret  are  tending! 

No!  self  and  pain  and  deatl 

child  awakes  her  last  • 
To  him,  i 

clinirs  with  aiiLr«'l-iik«'  • 


I  :  I 

>'V  COUclli 


ftong  begun  —  «h«ll  >  prayer 

•«•  lovo  U  fiidleaa, 
Tli  u  '  t 

meleaa,  and  the  friend  lew! 


D. 

.11  tlio  n-j 
:lio  sunliL 

Sweeping  on,  and  on  forever 
:H  pathway  to  the  »ca; 

-  the  binls  ar« 
( >i»  the  tin 
T<>  the  breexe  their  sweeta  are  flinging, 

A»  ::»e. 

.  the  fragrant  clover 

>\n  |'«'ON  iiiiin  and  i 

lee. 

As  of  shadow* 

Chaw  each  other  o'er  the  meadows, 
ip^wy,  v.  -va, 


Gl: 

tars  sliiiif  ju>t  as  I. rightly, 
Beam  an 

1  the  moonlight  falls  as  whitely 

!«•  hill  ami  <>\i  tin-  sea; 
:uy  tears  are  sadly  Mowing, 
For  my  In-art  U  riu>li<-d  with  knowing, 
That  the  green  L  y 

Hides  loi.-vrr  you  from  me, 


LAMOILLR 

vorl.l  is  proud  of  its  rivers, 
Tlie  mighty,  grand  and  free, 
And  their  praise  is  a  theme  forever — 
I  bring  my  praise  to  thee. 

Thou  art  not  named  in  story, 

A  stranger  art  to  fame, 
No  deeds  of  war  or  glory 

\\ ".-  mingle  with  thy  name; 

Bnt,  of  all  the  mighty  rivers, 
That  haste  to  meet  the  sea, 

Not  one  to  im-  >hall  ever 
Be  beautiful  like  : 

For  my  childhood  passed  beside  thee, 

With  its  xiiM-him-  and  its  song; 
And  what  the  heai  •  >-th, 

It  loveth  well  and  long. 


HI 

In  gr.i  mi, 

Bat  tweet  and  beauteous  daughter*, 

hardy  tons  ot 

Have  a  home  beside  thy  waters, 
O,  beautiful  LamoilK*. 

I  would  dwell  beaide  thee  ever, 
1  by  the  crystal  wave 

ar  Green-Mountain  river, 
them  make  my  peaceful  grave. 


WHY    I>  >  TIM'.Y  «  -    IN    DKK.YMB? 

Why  do  they  come  to  as  in  dreams  ? 

Sweet  voices  hushed  for  many  a  year ; 
Those  tones  of  tenderness  and  love, 

That  once  't  was  blessedness  to  hear. 
The  echo  lingers  softly  near, 

As  glad  we  wake  at  morning's  beams, 

tones  ne'er  greet  our  waking  ear — 
they  come  to  u  uns? 

v  do  we  see  them  in  onr  dreams, 

Those  forms  that 

. 

snow : 
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We  Ve  vainly  watched,  at  early  m<>: 

And  waited  long  at  twill 
But  they  never  greet  our  longing  eyes — 

Why  do  they  come  to  us  in  dreams  ? 

Why  do  we  see  them  in  our  dreams — 

Bright  scenes  our  happy  •/hiMhood  knew  ? 
Why  clasp  the  hands  we  know  are  cold 

Ami  find  thorn  still  all  warm  and  true? 
O,  Time  and  Change  may  rob  our  lives 

Of  all  that  best  and  brightest  seems; 
But  angels  keep  the  treasures  lost, 

And  bear  them  back  to  us  in  dreams. 


HIE  AUTUMN  RAIN. 

Softly,  wearily, 

Sadly,  drearily, 

Falleth  the  autumn  rain ; 

ping  the  ; 

Of  a  measured  rhyme, 
Swelling  and  sinking  again 
In  cadence  solemn,  but  strangely  sweet, 
Like  the  echoless  tread  of  angel  feet 
As  they  come  and  go  in  dreams. 

Soft  ily, 

Sadly,  drearily, 
Falleth  the  autumn  rain, 
Falleth  like  tears 
For  the  vanished  years, 
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Coming,  ah,  never  nj/jiin— 
Tear*  for  tho  l«n  •  •-  that  fled, 

Tear  hat  lioth  dead 

her  abroad  of  withered  dowers, 

Softly,  wearily, 

Sadly,  drearily, 

Pallcth  tho  autumn  rain, 

..ill, 

The  vale  and  the  rill, 
.  away  o'er  the  in  inly  main, 
Where  the  dim-seen  ship*  go  to  and  fro, 
Aa  human  souls,  in  a  night  of  woe, 
Grope  darkly  amid  their  pain. 

Softly,  wearily, 
Sadly,  drear 
Falleth  the  autumn  ni 

the  low  bed 
Of  the  cherished  dead, 
Resting  from  care  and  pa! 
••th  on  grass,  where  it  fell  of  yore, 
th  on  graves,  that  never  before 
Were  watered  by  aught  bat  tears. 
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BOAST  NOT  OF  TO-MORROW. 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow — 
Thou  knowest  not  what  it  may  be ; 

To-day  is  sunshine — to-morrow 
May  bring  a  dark  cloud  over  thee. 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow ; 

Of  what  thou  may'st  eat,  drink  or  wear ; 
To-day  thou  hast  joy — to-morrow 

May  find  thee  in  darkest  despair. 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow, 

Though  thou  hast  great  riches  to-day — 

To-morrow  thou  may'st  be  a  beggar, 
And  thy  riches  have  all  flown  away. 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow, 
Nor  think  of  the  past  as  a  dream : 

The  present  time  only  is  on 
The  future  by  all  is  un 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-mon 

But  thank  God  for  blessings,  to-day — 
To-morrow  may  bear  thee  from  earth ; 

Thy  days  are  fast  fleeting  away. 


TOETB. 
GO1\<;   lioME. 

rook  run 

•wing — 
dome  to  the  BOA. 

are  seen  drooping — 
Going  home  to  the  earth. 

man,  too,  in  falling — 
Uh  the  ». 

Goes  home  to  it*  • 


Till 

h  of  beauty  scattered  wide, 
it  mortals  fail  to  see; 
ries  rare  is  nature  crowned; 
:•  charms,  immenhi 

aortal  haste  we  pass  them  by; 

beautiful  ami  grand— 
In  fa  1  on  beauties  rare, 

ues  and  1.; 

To  other  lands  we  need  not  roa 
Has  dealt  us  out  iU  beauties  rare, 


GREEN  MOUNT 
There  *s  beauty  in  the  i  rong 

Who  tread  the  In: 
There's  beauty  in  th.  .tils, 

I  l«i\vly  i. 

There  's  Leant v  in  tin*  captive's  cell, 
Where  sunbeams  never  play — 

There's  beauty  in  the  h«»use  of  prn 
Where  Christians  meet  to  pray. 

On  battle  fields,  in  guarded  tent, 
Where  the  weary  soldier  dwells, 

In  the  damp,  cold  mine,  or  the  fisher's  hut, 
The  tide  of  beauty  swells. 

It  rises  high  with  every  prayer, 

With  every  sigh  or  groan, 
For  every  heart  that  ever  beat 

Has  beauty  of  its  own. 


THE  LAND  OF  THE  GOLD. 

My  brother,  my  brother,  thou  art  now  far  away 
From  all  the  loved  scenes  of  thy  childhood's  bright  day; 
Like  a  lamb  thou  'st  strayed  from  a  kind  shq>: 
!  gone  far  away  to  the  land  of  the  gold. 

Thou  'st  left  thy  sweet  home,  near  the  old  Otter  Cr- 
In  which  sports  the  trout  so  - 

B  the  Green  Mountain  stands  in  majesty  bold, 
And  gone  far  away  to  the  land  of  the  gold. 
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whose  heart  turn*  to  the« 
ved  boy,  where  Vr  he  mmy  be; 

:  grow  warm,  now  to  cheerless  and  c< 

i  the  Uinl  of  the  - 

home  onoe  again, 
a  ninter-i  will  greet  thei»,  un  i  many  a  fric 

ii  to  behoM, 
Will  welcome  thee  back  from  the  UiiJ  of  the  gold. 


if  I  could  begin  anew 
This  life,  which  now  is  nearly  through, 
/  transient  childhood  o'' 

10  to  bask  once  more  ; 
i         ••  again,  to  m 

Those  days  of  joy,  of  toil  and  strife  ; 
Had  I  the  right,  what  think  ye  then, 

1  I  live  <>Yr  that  life  again? 
Those  childhood  days,  so  dark  and  drear, 
Would  quickly  write  the  answer  here ; 
thful  days,  more  sad  than  gay, 
•i ay ; 

:i  — 

Live  thou  not  oVr  thy  life  again. 


M  I  BE, 

I  'in  Meking  i 

Of  silver  ami  gold, 
life, 
\Vlien  feeble  and  M. 

!0 

iadem  bright, 
Awarded  to  those 

Who  practice  the  right. 

I  'm  seeking  a  treasure, 
A  pearl  of  great  worth ; 

A  foretaste  of  Heaven 
Whilst  here  upon  earth. 

I  'in  seeking  a  treasure, 

A  Heavenly  store ; 
A  feast  for  the  soul 

On  eternity's  sh« 


OUR  COUNTRY  IN  1861. 

(  n:r  cMimtry  !  our  country!  "the  land  of  the  free," 

-•  is  woe  in  the  future — a  judgment  for  thee; 
For  thy  sins  are  a>  n  their  name, 

Thou  hast  stooped  from  thy  glory  to  revel  in  si 

How  oft  the  vain  1  mast  ing  of  freedom  is  heard, 

v  many  a  tempi. •  t<>  la'- 

And  freedom'-  Ma  unto  sea, 

Whilht  the  poor  slave  is  shrii-king,  tl  N 


»ira 

The  fetters  are  ga!  •  hand*  an<l  tin  ir  feet, 

rattle  and  §beept 

ourging  and  whipping  iun*t  !•«», 

in))*,  and 

ountry  !  oar  country  !  thy  boasting  i«  va 
The  gallows  tl  m»  are  *lain  ; 

Mien — 
Thy  BOOS  thou  art  ft  u  halts. 

<  Midi  an  these  go  . <1?  ah,  no! 

i  that  which  yon  sow : 
your  Wether's  hlood  yon  make  red  the  sod, 
But  judgment  will  come,  as  there  livcth  a  ' 


Hi 

A  Sol  i'   I'tlttlt'  ! 

La\  in  in*  puin  ; 

I  him,  tlu-ri-,  on  every 
Lay  heaps  of  ghantly  vlain. 

i-attU-'h  Ktrife  wax 
j  a  valiat.r  l»oy 

1  to  pa«a  that  way, 
As  t  :>g  shades  did  fall, 

ing  ear 
•i%  call  — 

•a I  fear, 
re  alone ; 
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my  Green-Mountain  h< 
My  mother  loved  her  only  son, 

To  the  extent  tl  >w; 

Say  to  her,  I  will  feel  that  love, 

In  the  land  win-re  I  shall  go. 
Tell  her  I  would  not  she  sh 

O'er  my  untimely  end — 
To  put  her  trust  in  Him,  alone, 

Who  is  the  wido\\ 
Tell  her  I  died  as  die  the  brave, 

\Vli.i  liirht  their  country's  cause, 
A  nation's  birth -right  bound  to  save, 

And  sustain  her  wholesome  laws. 
hasten  to  thy  post  again, 
.•I  heed  thy  country's  call, 
Until  the  foe  shall  bite  the  dust — 

There  's  work  for  one  and  all. 
An<l  when  this  cruel  war  is  o'er, 

Bear  home  my  last  request — 
My  eyes  are  dim,  my  work  is  done, 

I  'm  going  home  to  rest." 


MY  VALLEY  1K>MK. 

My  home  is  encircled  by  mountains  an-1  hills, 
From  whose  rugged  sides  flow  bright,  sparkling  rills ; 
Whose  top  by  the  spruce  and  fir-tree  are  clothed, 
Beneath  whose  da!  -ast  doth  rove- 

Away  from  the-  hunter,  secluded,  they  roam, 
Nor  dare  to  intrude  at  my  sweet,  mountain  h< 
home  in  the  valley,  I  oft  dream  of  thee, 
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Ai  u  boy*,  my  in* 

So  gay  an  !  urted,  would  wander  away, 

••  long,  rammer  day. 
>  tliin  oarth,  another  tach  spot, 
tit  my  own  native  cot 
mill  scenery  sublime, 
i<r  oak,  and  proud,  waring  pine  ; 
••  brook,  i  *  tumbling  down, 

Can  ne'er  be  surpassed  by  a  musical  • 

-  may  boast  oi  -  Watt, 

My  Green-Mountain  home  is  the  purest  and  beat; 

where  V:  i  whatever  clime, 

I  see  no  such  home,  as  the  sweet  home  of  mine. 


Mrs.  Ogden  is  a  native  of  Georgia,  Vt.  and,  in  1867,  published  a 
prose  volume,  entitled  "  Into  tho  Light,"  that  has  been  very  well 
received,  by  the  literary  world. 

8OV  DROP& 

i .     ••.•••  '   •  • 

few  an  eras*- 

Earth...,  io.l  ih.drpUuof»Jr— 

OMBM  *  •till  Toke.."— Bat  A*T. 

11  tbe  ocean,  •  and  fountain 

mountain 
ry  garland  adorn. 
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>o  young  leaflets  with  care, 
wild  floweret's  bosom 

Cur. 

•li  a  wild  laujj'  t  in  tin-  Mini- 

In  the  bro«'!  aract's  si<! 

Or  caressingly  woo  from  tin-  lone  M: 
.-.i-h  bend  o'er  our  t 


We  clothe,  in  soft  ha/e,  lull,  city  and  plain, 

1  hide  in  its  gray-ti-urd  veil  ; 

1  in  jubilant  rain, 
Bea  ..iMi-r'a  warm  breath  on  the  gale. 

Then  in  musical  cadence  we  patt<  r 
Refreshingly  o'er  the  green  earth, 

Perfumes  at  the  wild  blossom's  birth. 

When  forests  and  glades  'neath  our  show 

In  glittering  loveliness  lie, 
We  borrow  the  hues  of  the  flowers, 

And  a  rainbow  form  in  the  >ky. 


There  we  mirror  the  love  and  the 

Of  a  promise  to  earth's  children  «riven; 

i  tell  the  sweet,  wonderful  story 
Of  a  covenant  written  in  h< 
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I  come  from  tho  Uod 
haJowt  I  throw  on  tho  day'*  last  beams; 
I  come  nl  tho  gentle  t  ir. 

•ioftly  clone  the  bright-loaf  d  flower. 

I  steal  from  tho  Uke  an  -  stream 

The  silvery  glow  of  the  nun's  last  glv.i 

the  crest  of  the  gorgeous  cloud, 

The  fleecy  foam  of  the  ocean  ware, 
As  the  sandy  shore  ita  waters  lave, 
Bat  sparkles  dim,  as  sea  and  land 
Are  curtained  by  my  sable  hand. 

hreast,  on  the  boechen  tree, 
a  wing  of  the  murmuring  bee  ; 
of  the  graceful  fawn, 
his  bright  eye  close  till  the  opening  dawn. 

!  notes  of  the  woodland  bird 

.••!  faintly  he;i 

As  sinking  'n  irk  green  leaves, 

ug  song  she  sweetly  I- 

My  finge:  .  i  font  I  lay, 

:  clone  his  li-U  in  the  mi-Ut  of  j>!  . 
steal  on  the  maiden  fa 
As  she  softly  murmur*  her  evening  prayer. 

iy  coming  the  peasant  seeks  his  cot, 
aceful  dreams  are  his  cares  for- 
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While  the  sons  of  toil  their  labors  close, 
la  refuge  find  in  deep  repose. 

My  shadowy  mantle  m  I  fold, 

ui*ts  are  backward  r<>! 

my  pathway  is  cast, 
I   vanish  from  earth — a  dream  of  the  pa 


LAMENT  OF  COP  WAY,  Till-    INDIAN  CHIEF. 

My  heart  is  in  the  forest  shade, 

In  the  great  temples  God  has  made, 

Where  once  in  youth  I  stood; 
I  see  again  the  gushing  fountain— 
I  stand  upon  the  lonely  mountain, 

Or  stem  the  rushing  flood  : 

Or  in  a  birch  canoe  I  glide, 
Across  the  broad  lake's  level  tide  ; 

Or  down  the  wild-wood  stream, 
Whose  waters  from  my  flashing  oar 
In  sheets  of  silver  brightly  pour, 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beam, 

Which  'mong  the  pine  and  maple  leaves, 
A  bright,  fantastic  garland  weaves, 

Of  mingled  light  and  shade ; 
And  rocks,  and  hills,  and  forests,  seem 
As  the  "  hushed  grouping  of  a  dream, M 

Which  fairy  spells  have  made. 

Tis  but  a  dream!  Those  forests  grand 
No  longer  crown  my  native  land 


J47 

\\  I  and  IN, 

•e's  majestic  altars  f«-!l 

ti  man'*  potent  spell — 
i -ought  and  HoM. 

chase ! 

\varrior*  brave— tlie  Indian  race—- 
Arc passing  fa*t  away ; 

IVlltll'-.   Jlli^'.-l    "Vr    t!i«-    Ill    .MTit.iiM-    -I  •••!, 

i  ostilencc  with  dark  wing  spread 
The  emblems  of  decay. 

The  pale  face  about*  from  vale  and  hill, 
The  warning  cry  of  "westward  BI 

Sadly  we  hasten  on — 
Thus  do  oar  fated  race  depart, 

i  dewy  eye  and  breaking  heart, 

Towards  the  setting  sun. 

Oar  wigwam,  *neath  the  beechen  shade, 
Stood  where  in  sonny  youth  I  played 

Beside  the  rashing  ri\ 
Those  waterfalls— the  cool,  green  wood—- 
The quiet  mountain  solitude — 

They  haunt  my  spirit  r 

Scenes  of  the  past !  O,  who  can 
How  sadly  falls  that  word,  Fare* 

On  throbbing  heart  and  brain  ? 
Like  fragrance  to  the  faded  Bowers, 
So  clings  my  heart  to  those  past  hoars — 
••  them  o'er  again. 

Then,  white  man,  teach  as  how  to  till 
The  soil  we  love,  with  science — skill— 
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-od 
Oar  forest  sons  will  1>»\\  th>>  knee 

••ss  wild,  hut  spirit  free, 
Before  the  Christian's  God. 


KAKTII    AND   HKAVKN. 

0  world  t  to  few  the  years  we  lire, 

I  that  the  life  which  thou  clout  giro 
Were  life  indeed !— -LONGFELLOW. 

If  the  dear  ties  of  earth  were  not  often  broken, 

And  the  forms  that  we  love  turned  not  coldly  away; 
If  the  sigh  and  the  tear  were  not  sadly  a  token 

That  the  fairest  and  brightest  of  things  will  decay  ; 
If  memory  wept  not  over  hopes  early  faded, 

O'er  visions  of  beauty  too  lovely  to  last, 
And  the  bright  dreams  of  life  were  not  darkly  shaded 

By  the  sad,  unavailing  regrets  of  the  pa 

If  the  fricn  .  form  did  not  often  conceal 

Distrust  in  the  heart,  'neath  professions  of  lo 

Time,  in  his  progress,  half  mocking,  reveal 
That  the  idols  \ve  worship  will  treacli'-r<>u-  pr 
Most  dear,  then,  would  life  be!  sweet  truth  and  affection 

M  clasp  hand  in  hand,  to  Mess  nnd  to  cheer — 
The  heart  would  delight  in  i^lad  retrospection — 
The  eye  moisten  only  with  pleasure's  bright  tear. 

But  vain  is  the  thought!  The  fond  heart  will  never 
Unclouded  peace  find  in  this  mutable  spli 

Where  the  st 

Life's  fairest  blosoms,  the  vain  ar, 


GREEN  M'  POETS  j;< 

.  1  sorrow  t  «»oni  fleeting, 

a**  o'er  the  soul'*  tr-.til.;.-  1  «kjr; 
•*  changes  it  ever  repe*1 
ial  K»j"  ms  will  fly." 

,.•  -iln«  hop,-  «)f  A  dime — 
in  lirmity  the  beart*t  withered  flowers, 
Where  repoces  forever  the  great  scythe  of  Time, 

i's  iimnili*  fulU  over  pact  hoars ; 
Where  Death,  ever  conquered,  reaigns  hit  dominion, 

«i  are  life's  mvsteriea  It 
Faiili  meekly  fold*  her  once  •oarin- 
the  heart  never  momma  over  love's  broken  tie. 


Can  earth  contain  a  greater  bliss, 
.  dearer  joy  than  t 

i  rist  a  friend  ? 
care,  to  see  His  face, 
In  cache.  ice, 

As  gentle  dews  of  heavenly  grace 
m  the  soul  descend  ? 

The .  --ares  depart, 

trust  pervades  the  heart 

That  doth  in  '  ;-ose. 

follies,  fault*  ami  sins  forgiv 
T!i--  larkMt  olou  \  i  j  light  Ki  rirea ; 

have  a  fot 
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Our  rich  inheritance  seems  nea 
>  stars  of  Faith,  serenely  cl« 
Upon  onr  being  shin  p. 
A  :  we  find : 

irations  fill  the  mind ; 

m  entwined 
With  beams  of  light  divine. 

A  glorious  promise,  full  and  free, 
That  af  is  we  too  shall  be" 

Who  have  His  name  confc^ 
Points  upward  to  a  happier  clime, 
A  life  eternal  and  sublime, 
Beyond  the  changing  scenes  of  t 
re  weary  ones  find  rest. 

O  hope  divine  !  O  life  above  ! 
Bought  by  a  Saviour's  matchless  love; 

W-    :  '      I  Hll  LTaro  whirh  flows 
In  "living  waters,"  fountains  free! 
Where  all  who  will  may  ransomed  be, 
.  1-lot  throughout  eternity, 

In  Christ,  our  Lord,  repo- 


TO  TIIK   DELAWARE 


Roll  onward  in  thy  emu 

ujrli  miii:'  nature  arid  o: 

Ever  moving,  ever  chat  r  — 

"  the  aff<  *  ;irt. 

wliile  I  gaze  thy  bright  waves  seem  to  start 
•ii  into  being,  'neat  ty  — 
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1  thadowt  o'er  >red  surface  play, 

Chan^fful  at  the  rainbow  baas  of  roan1!  eventful  day. 

Beneu  -yes  how  patting  fair  the  tceue; 

uen ; 
The  sloping  meadow,  clad  i-  i  green; 

»wy  wood,  the  deep  and  mossy  glen, 
tar  hcyoiul,  thy  Ml\rr  »trruui  again 

y  \vimlii.  -line, 

ir  thy  wild  wave's  choral  strain 

can's  ceanlest  chime 
-  mighty  cave*,  calls  thee  in  tones  sublime. 

Hut  where  are  now  thy  foster-dons,  proud  river  ? 

•  tioe  hat  patted  away  that  warrior  band ; 
Gone  are  the  spirit*  daring,  gone  ferev 

leeds,  to  fiercely,  sternly  grand, 
Are  y  paints  1 

irk  oblivion  draw- 

-pariotis  land, 
tale, 
That  i  vail. 

M,  thy  conrte  is  still  the  same, 

-  r  thee  no  tway — 

The  shont  of  rair<\  the  pealing  tnunp  <>f  f.. 

ray. 

•nward — nought  will  stay 
t,  e'en  as  Time's  resistlett  will, 
h  til  t^cs  -lay, 

iker'*  tiat  to  fulfill, 

wave  shall  "till. 


GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POK  : 
'MAI;  i  SON, 

or  XORTII 


DEATH   I\  Till!  WINE  CUP  AND  15'  >\V  I, 

Oh,  there  'a  death  in  the    bowl,  when    tin- 

brightly, 
And  gay  hearts  are  m<  vel  and  song; 

Wbrn  the  virtims  of  sorrow  all  congregate,  nightly, 
To  mingle  with  mirth  in  the  bacchanal  throng. 

Oh,  there  's  death  in  the  bowl,  when  beloved  ones  are  weej 

In  sorrow  and  anguish,  a  fatlu-r's  n-turn  ; 
And  a  pale  one  is  weary  of  lone  vigils  keeping 

While  love  in  her  bosom  ne'er  ceases  to  burn. 

Oh,  there's  death  in  the  howl,  while  tbr  tnupter  is  seeking 
To  wrest  from  the  needy  his  hard-gotten  jrain  ; 

And  the  hands  of  the  demon  are  gory,  and  reeking 
With  the  blood  of  the  victims  his  traffic  has  slain. 


(  »h.  there's  death  in  the  howl,  when  delirium  is 
And  trembling  and  madness  shall  seize  on  the  fnu 

"While  wild  beasts  and  spectres,  in  warfare  ciu 
And  legions  of  serpents  the  fancy  inflame. 

Ob,  there  's  death  in  the  bowl  —  see  the  drunkards  all  falling, 
As  each  bloated  victim  nni>t  \rild  up  bis  sonl  ; 

rum  s.  ilin^r  monster  recruits  is  still  calling, 
Though  death%>  in  tin  and  death's  in  the  bowl. 


or. 

m:.\  in  0 

••  He  ileep^  >leep— he  ha«  fought  hit  hut  batUe." 

r  heeds  be  the  strife  on  you  far  dintant  ti- 
No  eoaitd  can  awake  him,  t  may  r«- 

He  slumbers,  who  ne'er  .-man  w<> 

He  sleeps  his  la*t  ry, 

.ivr  iiiiu  i.:i_'!it  UureU  of  fame, 

r«-v  will  lire  long  in  »tory, 
.ilric  daring  emblazon  his  name. 

He  aleepn  1  -cp — a  bright  star  id  the  n  . 

net  in  a  halo  that  dauleff  afar ; 
And  we  drop  the  sad  tear — a  fitting  obUr 
O'er  the  dost  of  the  hero,  and  vie  tor  in  war. 

He  sleep«  his  last  sleep— we  no  more  shall  behol.)  i 
\\       :  \vas  e'er  to  be  fonml, 

Arrow  confines  of  liis  tomb 
he  lives  while  the  tramp  of  hi*  valor  shall  son 

He  sleeps  his  last  sleep,  who  could  lead  on  in  glory, 
-  thousands  to  vict'ry,  again  and  aga! 

i  ml  in  st 
To  tell  how  the  warrior,  in  battle,  was  slain. 


A    \ 

where  tyrant  wrong 

: 


-on ir  «>f  I 
God's  image  trainph-d  in  the  «i 

all  are  n 
i  by  the  clanking  chain. 

1  '11  :ant  hills, 

Where  fr-  bosom  fills, 

And  equal  rights  are  held  in  view, 
To  every  man,  of  every  hue. 

Those  rights  to  man  our  Maker  gave 
Are  \vn>ted  fn>m  the  groaning  slave ; 
The  scorpion  lash  his  limbs  control, 
And  rivet  fetters  on  his  soul. 


AN  OCEAN  SCENE. 

A  bark  was  once  gallantly  speeding  h«-r  way, 
And  th«-  crew  on  her  d<  1I'KV  »»d 

All  hut  a  poor  pilgrim,  who>e  sorrows  were  deep, 

a  lav  in  repose  on  his  pillow,  asleep. 

';  man  of  1  with  grief, 

\Yho  ne'er  passed  the  needy  hut  gave  them  relief, 
What  saw  he.  but  visions  of  heavenly 
In  mansions  eternal,  prepared  for  the  hi- 

!-»iiLr  hi"  repose,  e'er  the  wind  whi-tl«-d  shrill, 

re,  a  moment  before,  all  was  placid  and  still  ; 

-torm  madly  raged,  and  the  high-nil!' 
Made  fearful  the  hearts  of  t  and  bra 

:i  awake  t  -ay, 

lay  ? 
When  an.s.-  he  in   beauty.  :  -u  ; 


"  PtMi  ;   M  -(  :  i    •:•;!.••,     i  ,:.,.  ^.    '., 

thai  SO  wavr  .  •***•  gUaty 

uniaml  t  (led; 

A:»-i  tin*  M 

v  hen  tho  rude  tempests  of  life  o'er  UK  roll, 

••ady  each  wa\ 
If  faithful  ami  prayerful,  an«l  In-arta  ever  warm, 

n,  who  cl  -tortn. 


Warns*  t»  T*«  TUB  or  tui 

Brans  buttons,  on  furlough,  are  now  all  the  go, 
le  sons  of  freedom  are  strik  ••*, 

h  knoll  of  rol'fis  icsoundn  in  the  air, 
its  are  wild  in  despair. 

Brass  buttons,  on  furlough,  are  all  under  pay, 
v  strut  i  IT-plumagC  1-rilliant  an 

irinj; — how  martial  an 
As  m  >e  heroes  in  the  peace-loving  crowd. 

Brass  bnttons  on  furlough  ;  \vhilo  !•!. . 

While  \  i  •••  laurels  to  gain. 


_rh,  will  :  lay; 

war-tax  we  all  have  to  pay; 
They  who  would  win  In  go, 

• 
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Brass  buttons,  on  furlough,  in  Mue  1  h  -livssed, 

•  heroes  whose  courage  has  ne'er  stood  the  test — 
tju.'iil  in  -MI  run  away, 

attics  on  some  future  day. 

Brass  buttons,  on  furl<"i_li.  li..\v  oft  do  we  meet 
;ire,  stores  and  hotels,  aii'l  walking  the  st: 

•;.  they  ea-'h   can  a  livery  t.-am    i 
But  harmless  in  battle  as  drones  in  a  h: 

,  on  furlough;  how  sic'  /lit; 

All  lounging  in  day-time,  carousing  at  night  ; 
They  blow,  swell  and  swagger,  and  talk  of  the  war, 
And  watch  the  smoke  curl  from  a  ten-cent  cigar. 

Brass  buttons,  on  furlough ;  oh,  how  can  they  fail-  • 
As  their  bravery  increases  with  each  glass  of  ale  — 
To  conquer  the  rebels,  our  great  count 
1  liberty  give  to  the  manacled  slave. 

Brass  buttons,  on  furlough  !  how  vain  is  your  jn  1 
If  those  shining  baubles  poor  craven  hearts  1, 

:i  lay  aside  musket,  swonl,  jii>t<>l  ami 
Go  back  to  your  workshops,  or  follow  the  plough. 

Brass  buttons,  on  furlough,  a  pension  should  dra 
Such  veteran  soldiers  no  nati-.n  eVr  saw; 
While  cannons  are  booming,  an<l  burst  ing  are  shells, 
They  're  dancing  cotillions  an  i  sleigh  bells. 

Brass  buttons,  on  furlough,  why  tarry  ye  :  [fear  ? 

In  the  Green  Mountain  st;r  there  'H  nothing  to 

Unfurl  your  bright  banners  of  strij.es  and  of  stars, 
And  buckle  your  armor  and  start  for  the  wa 
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aa 

W»»  TOO,  Iui*u:  «i  VI. 


There  'i  many  a  flower  in  Bunions  fair, 
ami  beauty  rare; 

:  uiiihle  selvea  can  neves 


They  bloom  'round  arbor*,  walks  and  mot  ; 

he<l  grove*,  a  in; 

'  M),  by  la*  lie*,  fair, 
tended  \v 

Far  haunts  of  men  we  dwell, 

••re  nature  does  all  art-  excel  : 
(o  free  from  oaten  t 

Deep  in  the  bosom  of  t 

gold,  and  hrightent  gems  of  worth 
Are  found  —  .1  ;  »w, 

Beneath  where  !•• 

80  vi 

Dwell  with  tli  ••  earth; 

While  those  who  have 

oarted,  worshiped  and 

Then  on 

In  sweet  content,  will  we  n 

Far,  far  u 

.1  drink  the  si,  I  kins  the  dew. 
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on  tlu>  Prairie,  broad  and  ' 
We  welcome,  oft,  the  honey-bee : 
The  wild  fowl's  song  tin-  nJL-lit 
Whih-  'round  us  sport  the  bounding  deer. 

They  tell  us  man  is  tread i-  ile; 

That  falsehood  lurks  beneath  his  sun 

B*7i 

He  only  flatters  to  bet : 

He  discontented,  ever  roan 

He  v  i  •<>«!  in  stately  don 

The  Hymn  of  j/ratitndo  we  raise, 
Is  humble,  mute  and  fragrant  j.i. 


MRS.  L.  8.  GOOI»\viv 


Mrs.  Goodwin  was  born  >  t.,  hut  now  has 

charge  of  the  Youth's  Department  of  the  "Christian  Era,"  pub- 
lished in  Boston,  Mass. 


A  LAY  OF  MI  MPIIREMAGOG. 

Not  as  when,  in  summer  days, 

Wove  ii:  uize 

Round  the  mountain,  bald  and  «,min , 

\Vatchinj;  at  the  n-rkin^  rim 

Of  the  cradled  lake,  \\ho>e  isles 

Are  the  toys  at  \\liicli  it  smi 

And  wh<-n  day.  but  ha! 

Saw  the  roe  stoop 

And  its  I 
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-  clone,  with  tremulous  ear, 
To  ten  thousand  warbl. 

•i«  greenwood  Bleep  no  far ; 
h  was  dew  dr  :  WM  star 

soar  the  gate*  ajar- 
NX  !mt  WM  bird-voice,  what  WAI  psalm, 
Stealing  tlir.  .I'liant  ba 

hsngelesa,  God-lit  sphere, 
Sense  said  not — nor  eye  nor  ear. 
a*— white  for  gre« 
S iiininer'i  gone— a  winter  scene. 

Owl's  Head  wears  its  coil  of  snow, 
Memphremagog  hides  below ; 
Ortap  the  a  frost  and  sleet 

in  the  mountain  dim, 

LT*  the  seraphi 

Twain  bin  face  and  t  feet 

Mirroring  wave*  no  more  declare 
Passing  thought  of  sky  and  air. 
Moon,  or  stars,  or  bird,  or  cloud, 

Oonsc  ad ; 

Ice-encrusted,  deep  snow-spread, 
ug  stirs  a  conscience  dead. 

the  bounteous  angel  alms : 
League  on  league  of  untr»<l  \vl 
Save  the  squirrel's  footmarks  nil- 
rod  fox's  deeper  trail, 
re  he  roamed  the  moonlit  vale ; 
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and  slant  the  ave, 

Past  the  smuggler's  is!; 
One  great  fin  i  urhed, 

By  a  preyinj  k  h>ud, 

Fierce,  an<l  loan,  nu<l  devil-l>r.>v 
By  their  lair,  'neath  Eagles'  Cliff, 
Oft  the  covetous  white  man's  skill' 
Chased  and  l»-t  the  hhvh  canoe, 
When  some  rock-gate  let  it  through, 
Bearing  to  the  mountain's  bed. 
Of  his  tribe  the  guardian  red, 
Over  a  mysteri«»ti>  mine, 
Where  the  silver  nuggets  shine — 
Hidden  still;  then-  arc  who  say, 
Guards  his  ghost  the  place,  to  day. 

Deep  within  the  solitude 
Of  the  winter-inrded  wood, 
When*  no  foot  of  man  comes  near, 
Is  a  herd  of  j^-nilc  deer. 
Six  brave  stags,  with  each  a  mate, 
In  a  city  of  whose  gate 
Spring,  incoming,  holds  the  key — 
City  walled  with  porphyry. 
Busy  workers  wrought  hrtimes, 
Hearing  nought  of  Christmas  el. 
Heeding  nought  of  glad  New  Year, 
Daily,  nightly.  lmildin«;  here. 
Noiseless  workers — ti  ay, 

Chisel's  twang,  nor  mattock's  if 
Tempted  echo  lr«>m  h.-r  haunt  ; 
.  nor  ladder  ^aunt. 
Stay-  r  aided  'i 


•H 

n  reared  that  forest  town. 
e,  save  when  tone  severe, 
An  of  tyrant  nvvmrvr — 

it  the  hoarse  ill? 

ml*,  and  Cold,  and  Snowflakes,  all, 
Idiom,  haste— build,  build  your  wall  "' 

'  review 
igh, 
•h.-  phantom  warriors  ride 

!yed; 
.••us  ear 

Very  clash  of  arms  can  hear — 
All  that  wall  of  snow  on  snow 

•  •S.  ill  pi:  !<>wt 

h..\vii  r.u-h  in.i: i  :••  j..i-..  i  itrett— 
Smoothly  by  the  slim  hoofs  beat 

When  unheralded  by  II 
Gomes  the  pallid  morn  deferred, 

one  by  «.: 

Rise  tl.  san; 

Snap  t 
On  the  unowy  \  ii  formed, 

••tl  breaths  faintly  warmed, 
ug  ont  like  silver  bells. 

uccful  necks  to  browse 
On  t  tree  boughs; 

-  -i  iiuir  entwined 
With  tin-  maple'*  :  ,.1; 

Hn  t 

Playful  weave  their  antlers  \ 
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To  the  wall  like  f«>  >wd, 

Part,  and  leap,  and  bleat  aloud. 

Whisper  not  the  tale  I'v   t.-ld 
To  the  snow-shod  hunter  hold; 
Safe  let  dwell  the  herded  deer— 
tl  his  eager  hounds  may  hear. 


FACTORY  SO> 

The  spindles  whirl,  the  bobbins  fill, 

A  little  maid  tend*  tin-  thread, 
Singing  a  song  of  somebody, 

And  somebody's  name  is  Fred. 
She  trills  aloud,  for  none  can  hear, 

So  noisily  goes  the  mill ; 
Telling  her  secret  to  many  an  ear, 

And  keeping  her  secret  still. 

To  her  the  din  has  the  goodly  sound 

Of  a  carpenter's  hammer  and  saw, 
And  voices  of  raisers  of  cottage  walls — 

"Heavo— Hcav..— IK 
Building  a  home  for  someb< 

And  somebody's  name  is  Fred, 
And  somebody's  love  is  a  factory 

Mendin  thp-ad. 

O,  never  she  doul-  \\-  thinks 

Of  her  as  she  think-  «»t'  hil 
Counting  what  bliss 

Will  be  full  to  its  ro- 


QREEN  M' 

80  to  AH  i  -le  »he  goes 

:il  hearted  an 

lie  Cniupa 
t  she  is  «  od. 

•''u?y  fill  again, 
no  on  all  the  da/  ; 
:         the  wheel*  they  cease,  the  bell  ring*  oat, 

The  little  maid  trips  away. 
But  soon  np  ntatr»,  in  her  chamber  small, 
i  »i»»n  in  II.T  .Infamy  bed; 

1  somebody's  name  is  Fred. 

iy  tho  years  go  smoothly  r« 
tli  his  litil.'  w  red, 

the  bobbins  full, 
calls  to  the  dead. 
O,  then  may  they  up  the  cryntal  stairs — 

•  li*8  weariness  left  behind — 
Haste,  hand  in  hand,  to  the  mansions  fair, 
welcome  find. 


Till.  \\  LI    i  H     CBD  RLD. 

"Th»  boy  U  father  of  ib«  MM." 

I 

That  an .  >ckt 

••«pun  stout, 
8ci 
Ran  dowuwar 
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Midway  -chool  and  home, 

The  valley  road  beside, 

:rk  mountain  epat  his  foam 

In  a  broad,  dashing  tide, 
A  mill  was  rising  to  its  dome, 

A  mill  both  strong  and  wide. 

Three  goodly  sides  of  giant  oak, 

Our  wondering  visions  trace ; 
The  fourth,  by  many  a  sturdy  stroke, 

Was  ready  for  its  place; 
Our  fathers  bore  the  labor  yoke 

With  swart  and  sweaty  face. 

The  weary  shoulders  put  beneath, 

Their  burden  took  its  aim; 
Slow  rising,  while  the  toilers'  breath 

With  moaning  went  and  came; 
They  halt — they  strain— vainly,  't  is  Death 

Sits  heavy  on  that  frame ! 

Through  sudden  dusk  which  seemed  to  brood, 

We  thought  the  future  stone 
Of  the  great  mill,  in  angry  mood, 

\V;i-  >j .inrling  flenh  and  bone: 
1  we,  as  helpless  orphans,  st 

A  palsied  row — save  one. 

flaxen  headed,  ban- foot,  brown, 

re, 
\\.      lining  .  . 

An 
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card  a  rini; — like  *{-<-.ir  ami  shield, 

two  small  hand*, 
Dyed  purple  at  the  berry.fi. 

;  linn  commands ; 

So  while  our  §\\  «d  congealed, 

T«  stands. 

What  ready  Titan  from  his  car* 
.  none  ever  knew ; 
lit  as  vapor-wa 

Thf  •.in-.-Mt-rini:  timi  Nl  ''•  \\  : 

irs,  till  once  he  famous  wakes, 
\Vhon  politics  run  hij:h  ; 
Ne\\  i  cake* 

.mi  he  a: 

.:it  the  ballot  tlakes — 
%<  llnn.i  r  1;>  j  •» 

a  final  truce 
I  behind  that 

r  use, 
Most  fol 

\  .ice 

Has  sta 

i^on  we  1 
ear, 
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RON  ROBERT  IiriU.lt 
roRMtmtr  or  ORAXD  ISLE,  TSRMOVT— now  or  NEW  TO«K  cm. 

in:  LAND  i-  3AOBED  \vmni  \vi;  LOVE. 

Come  all.  this  day,  and  follow  me 

li  beyond  the  sea, 
'nose  sad  days  wo  hlu-di  to  n 
When  mail  IT  '.ire  not  proclaim  ; 

Follow  D  h  the  march  of  years, 

Whose  path  with  Mood  and  tears, 

il  I,  my  friends,  will  to  you  prove, 
''The  land  is  sacred  which  wo  love." 

Brave  was  that  band  who  only  knew 
That  they  must  bid  their  land  adieu; 
To  seek,  in  some  fair  realm  unknown. 
Where  none  before  had  ever  gone, 
A  land  beyond  Atlantic's  tide, 
Where  they,  in  Freedom,  mi^ht  abide 
Till  ages,  dark,  should  roll  away, 
And  make  us  what  we  are  to-day, 

At  length  the  last  sad  hour  drew  n! 
When  they  mu>t  from  their  country  fly  I 
They  stood  beneath  the  snowy  sail, 
That  spread  its  b«          to  the  gale  ; 
Then  soon  .ilant  few 

Bade  all  t  lieu, 

1  -can's  night 
At  last  recei  lit. 
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an. I  weeks  of  tOITOW  ] 
•  they  we  water*  \ 

Lurk,  in  all  > 

illicit  ; 

torra  were  In*. 
Her  tail*  wore  • 

ihe,  AM  if  by  wrat 

At  Iji^t.  at  last,  A  land  was  sj' 

\VI;  -tf  Wa4  1" 

far  awa\  -it, 

'ovi-  the  wave1*  blae  crett; 

••  the  cloud*, 

I  calmly  lay 

\vaters  of  fair  Plymouth*8  Bay. 

Bripl  •  morn — their  sails  were  furled 

In  tlu»  dark  shades  of  this  new  world  ; 

An«l  tl»«-y  W.T.-  in-. iv  1  i  .  ili:i».  Lrri!ii  rock, 
\Viii, •!>  l-..i !  ^tootl  agef8  troin)»lin^  shock. 
Dark  was  the  gloom  that  round  them  spread, 
As  t  i  that  lone  rock,  shad 

A  tear  of  xed  with  despair, 

To  lea \v  that  bore  them  there. 

They  knelt  upon  the  dreary  sands, 
' 

rom  each  rose  a  pr 

Thar  uird,  that  it  spare 

Tho-  n  that  land  oppressed, 

Have  cherished  hope  within  .ist, 
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To  find  l.fy.'ii.l  the  western  wa 

A  h-.me,  a  •  .mil  a  gra\e. 

ane»'d  tlifv  in  the  forests  wild, 
Where  1'iit  tin*  r«ise  and  dai>y  siuii- 

•  te  t'r.'iii  human  kind. 
The  Pil^"  humble 

<>n  the  moss  reclin-'d  his  1. 
1,  'mill  tlio  hours  of  darkest  gloom, 
jr  dreamed  of  brighter  days  to  come. 

As  seasons,  bright  in  heanty,  nr:. 
Before  them  forests  disapjicartMl ; 

!,  ere  the  summer  months  had  <j 
They  gathered  fruits  when-  OttO€  \vcre  none; 
An«l  in  each  dark  and  dismal  hut, 
Which  from  the  grove  was  rudely  cut, 
They  dwelt  in  fear — 't  was  deatli  to  i 
The  savage,  in  his  wild  retreat. 

But  when  a  few  dark  years  had  lied, 
This  youthful  nation  swiftly  spread 
Il'-r  wealth  and  glory  far  and"  wide 
Along  Atlantic's  foaming  tide, 
The  Red  man,  with  his  nimlfle  bow, 
Then  lied  where  brighter  waters  flow; 
And  they — once  owners  of  the  soil — 
6  up  their  lands  to  sons  of  toil. 

roe  Lib.-i:  its  hand 

O'er  this  our  broad  extended  land, 
she,  with  all  her  lov.-ly  charms, 
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:          ed  her  sons  to  love  of  a 

Thau  ra«:  !.py<»n-l  the  Wive 

A  despot  king  to  make  her  slave, 
that  sacred  tt 
••'fit  in  the  dost. 

irros  !  to  arms  !  she  bleeding  cried  I 
T  was  answered,  too,  <M  ule; 

.ndar.l,  hiu'h  upreared, 
The  bra  vent  of  her  sons  appear* 
l>y  seven  years  of  bloc! 
gave  to  her  a  swr- 
Ainl  in  tint  1-: 

_jlory  with  bright  stant  they  sealed. 

Valley-Forge  her  snows  were  dyed 
By  blood  of  warriors,  brave  an 

U,  and  winu-r's  Ma 
No  gloom  upon  their  valor  cant  ; 

they  were  firm  in  r  :oe, 

That  they  ini^ht  yet  a  nation  be  — 
To  L 
Where  life  and  blood  had  freely 


iin,  on  w:  Min's  plains, 

h.-:u-l  the  din  of  clanking  chains; 
ia-1  the  love  so  eat 

••d  ? 
ned 

learned 

T  waa  sweet  t  -  to  bravely  ^ 

That  their  native  Ian-  1  : 
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it  — 

•iiiu  th-ir  n  "Mt — 

The  broken  if  1  shields 

tin-  Latt:. 

Tli-  lily  of  t'  ial,' 

Bows  l<»\v  it^  :  !Jftl6» 

1  drop*  n  t-ar  to  wet  the  s- 
Tliat  once  was  bathed  in  noble  bin. 

Sweet  peace,  RO  much  by  man  end. M 
At  last  o'er  all  tbe  lan«l  appeared  ; 
And,  round  the  liviiiLT  and  tli-    ; 
H-r  brightest  li<_rht  ami  lust-r  -1 
The  songs  of  war  no  more  \\vr-  ^un^ — 
The  sword  was  in  its  scabbard  humr, 
For  its  great  work,  at  last,  was  <l 
To  make  us  strong — many  in  «»no. 

But  little  while— and  then,  at  length, 
When  she  had  grown  in  wealth  and  strength, 
A  tyrant  raised  his  cruel  hand, 
And  drenched  with  blood  this  noble  lai. 
That  he  might,  by  vile  slavery, 
Destroy  the  rights  of  liberty, 
And  rule  us  with  an  iron  rod — 
A  despot  in  the  sight  of  ( • 

Dark  was  tbe  hour  when  she  awoke; 
The  nation  trembled  wh-n  -li«-  >].<>ke; 
Her  voice  wa-  ;nd  ijuiekly,  thru, 

'T  was  a:  i-y  a  million  men. 

They  came  from  valleys,  plains  and  hills. 
That  fed  the  rivers  with  their  rills: 


They  ><*,  on  land  n 

guard — their  llag  to  wire. 

<>dy  WIN  t 

•jave  u*  thi>  our  d«-«r« 
I  need  not  nil  that  ; 

\veet  boon  at  ! 
I  need  not  take  yon  to  each  ' 

vou  may  see  all  t! 

Bui  may  you.  in  the  war-path,  trace 
The  bloody  scenes  that  unco  took  place. 

1  yon  have  gone  to  some  dark  cell- 
There  heard  tho  dyinj;  prisoner* 

they  have  fought— how  they  have  bled 
On  some  green  field,  by  blood  made  red— 

would  have  paused,  to  a»k  not  why 

ill  these  thin^*  do  truly  prove 
land  is  sacred  which  we  love. 

.ith,  for  all  i> 

hoar  th«>  luittK*  cry  no  more; 
The  martial  fife  and  rolling  drum 
more  to  battle  come  : 

ith  how  <: 
•i  fallen  all  vi 

No  terror  has  it  to  one'*  breast, 
For  all  i«  peace— for  all  is  rest. 

r  deed*  are  blest. 
r  team  d< 
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turn  away  and  pass  them  by  ? 
For  there  are  none — no,  none  as  they, 

Who  in  our  bosoms  hold  n  sw;! 

and  1'i'l  you  come 
To  pay  your  homage  at  each  tomb. 

They  fell  in  the  morn  of  their  glory; 
'I 'ho  last  cry  tory — 

They  heard  it  in  the  hour  «.f  death. 
They  breathed  it  with  their  dying  breath  : 
JT  is  sad  to  tell,  though  brave  and  grand, 
That  such  pure  blood  should  drench  our  land  — 
The  land  they  loved — so  dearly  chrrMird — 
In  her  great  name  they  fought  and  peri-' 

Behold  these  dark,  green  hillo  of  ours, 

Whose  forms  are  clothed  with  blooming  flowers- 

Their  beauty  blossoms  in  the  d 

<  >t   those  we  've  given  to  their  tnM  ; 
And  when  you  've  by  each  lone  Lri;ive  K 
Have  you  not  in  your  bosoms  felt 
That  there  was  something  strong  to  pi 
They  lived  and  died  that  we  mi^ht  1 

Behold  some  one  of  her  fair  Inl 

Whose  bosom  heaves,  and  scarcely  brea! 

Alone,  within  her  calm  embrace, 

<  »ne  can  a  thousand  island- 
Whose  forms  are  crowned  with  livin: 
In  which  the  fairest  warbler  roves — 
Yes,  there,  up 

my  life  once  more. 
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are, 

Far  niorf  i.-:i->\\ n,-.i  than  we  now  bear? 
Could  Rome,  with  all  her  mighty  boat, 

•h  a  la;,  i  ,o  boast? 

CouKl  iilie,  with  all  her  wealth  uf  at.-,- 
i  gnard  a  I  fate? 

ho,  whoMc  thimt  WH 
nation  V 

Sweet  peace  I  we  welcome  thee  once  more, 
Thy  voice  in  heard  from  abore  to  tbore ; 
The  hearts  that  once  were  made  to  sad 
Are  at  tl>  now  made  glad. 

sacred  i 

••art  of  each  brave  yout 
rove 
i 


in. 

T  iit  sad  that  life's  mont  pleasant  d 
Has  now  so  i«t; 

>ow  can  I  now  make  it 
That  it  must  be  the  last. 


T  is  sad  that  all  these  joy*  bave  flown 

>  once  flowYing  in 

those  bright  scenes,  so  happy  known, 
Can  nevr: 

\vc  all  mn«t  part 

tinier  ii 


OR] 

heart, 
Sweet  love  is  lingering  yet 

sad —  l.ut  yt't  II  n-mains 

iko — 

thrilling  tmn-li.  the  gentle  Bl 
Of  cords  that  none  can  break. 


•-TIK:  FLAG  OF  SIXTY  si:  YEN." 

To-day  we  come  to  give  to  t 
\Yliat  none  before  have  Liiven, 

Ami  may  our  motto  ever  be 
"The  Fin-  of  Sixty-Seven." 

Unfurl  it  to  tin-  •_••  -ze 

That  swerjis  the  mountain  heights; 

For  there  are  none  so  bright  as  these, 
In  which  <Mch  heart  delights. 

iy,  beneath  the  sky  so  bluo, 
\\'c're  martialed  here,  to  greet 
Kind  frauds,  \vh«)in  we  must  l»id  adieu  — 

haps  no  m  ore  to  meet. 
Mn-t  those  firm  ties  that  bind  each  heart, 

Which  seem  so  hard  to  M 
At  last  be  broken,  when  we  part, 
And    uini.'d  : 


May  those  four 

The  honor  of  our  nai 

1 
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Moo.  I  aii<l  tt-nr*  have  blended; 

Be  guarded  a 

4  tcenc*  our  uiArch  haa 
Bcnruih  h«-r  -.tuny  l'-»l«l; 
Resolved  that  we,  one  day,  might  win 

The  honor*  we  n 
Now,  M  we  close  our  nojourn  h« 
\\  i  D  -a, 

r  alur  drop  a  tear, 


Tin:  BQ  LAKE, 

re  willows  <»Vr  1. right  water* 
>••  a  while  away; 

stars  which  seem  to  blend 
Their  beauty  in  its  spray. 

!  nose— ah,  yes,  a  while, 

vavcH  which  seem  to  sn 
uowy  hands. 

un<l  calm 

urs  are  o'- 

hantingbeat 
.»n  the  shore. 

•  ' 
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:  ange  that  thou,  at  last, 
8h<  me. 

Sleep  on,  fair  lake— 

Tliy  form  is  dear  to  me; 

•ng  as  love  reigns  in  my  breast, 
My  songs  shall  be  of  thee. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  GEN.  WORDSWORTH. 

Where  is  the  mighty  of  the  slain, 

So  gallant,  once,  in  war? 
Shall  he  not  lead  us  on  again 

To  laminate  our  S 
Fallen  !  fallen  !  is  our  hero — 

The  one  we  loved  so  well ; 
He  met  his  death  amid  the  foe — 

Within  their  ranks  he  fell. 

I  heard  him  shout,  with  sword  in  hand, 

"  Brave  boys,  come,  follow  me !" 
He  led  the  host  of  his  great  land 

Right  on  to  victory. 
Then  as  before  his  giant  form, 

Robed  in  a  !  id, 

I  heard  his  voice  above  the  storm 

His  s  \vord  Hashed  in  it-  cloud. 

At  last  a  hem  .<:— 

The  ha: 
>pirit  rose  ab« 

:  i  — 
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» 

I 

MM, 

Fa i  in  rarlhly  pride; 

!  for  freedom**  laws — 

iew  all  uion  mtmt  r.jual  be, 

i  «.Vr  tin-in  <»nc  Hag  wu 
He  gave  hU  life  that  w< 

I  never  know  a  »Uve. 

• 
Deep  in  the  pool  of  all  our  tears, 

There  to  reveal,  through  future  years, 
The  name  of  Uw..rth. 

when  you  o'er  his  great  state  tread, 

ii  weep  for  him— for  you  he  bled — 
bravest  of  the  In.. 


mde  bright  by  Mars, 
.it  ever  give  us  light. 

• 
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In  1  \.  U. 

Come.     '  'iiLr^  "f  ] 

To  him  who  pive  IHT  birth, 

Irop  a  tear  oY  ior — 

.irtli. 

Come,  all  her  l»ravc,  from  laii'l  ami  wave, 
In  hoii.ire.l  p.-aro  p' treat : 
storm  has  past,  now  may  you  cast 
:r  laurels  at  h< 

Remember,  those  who  now  repose, 
«Were  once  our  nation's  tr; 

Their  na  wrhere  l.l..,,,!  ha-  llown, 

To  blossom  in  the  «lu-t. 

So  let  us  live  that  we  may  give 

Our  names — a  watehwonl  t 
Wlien  we  have  jiast  throujrh  life,  at  last 

( >ur  (lei ds  may  honor  t 


KI:V.  i»AVii)  .1.  i-ii:: 

OK  CRUTIR.      A  GRADUATE  Of  SEWTOJf  TIIIOLOOICA1  SEMIXART,  MASH. 

FOLLOW   Mi: 

I  saw  a  youth  in  man!;  :me, 

brow  wa- 


•/:  • 

He  feared  he  waa  I  »ii«. 

ios  of  tweeter 

s  to  liini :  "  Y-Mith,  f"llow  ma. 

He  started  as  he  hoar. I  hi*  n  . 

daggered  back,  aghast  with  sha 
He  feared  to  inert  that  !.  face 

Till  ho  C" 

»  I  ate 

ve ;  ao,  follow 

I  and  amazed  he  »i 
.••re  that  heav  he  view. 

:eat  a  wretch  like  him  HO  ki 

|j  1      -  I    :.,   !  RM  ' 
Repent,  believe  an 

ate  l>efore  his  friend  he  f«-ll, 
.11  his  grief  of  soul  di-1  tell  ; 
i^ged  that 

"  If  tt, 

. 

•••I  on — the  y  ed, 

.id, 

He  quickly  chiKe  tlie  heavenly  road. 

li'l  flee, 
I 

!>aaa, 

- 
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T  was  pleas; i  ye, 

But  grief  was  e\.  r  1m  i 

!.  the-.-  .  ,  see; 

Christ  said,  rebuking       .        w  me." 

•  \v  greets  his  ear; 

:-t  a  in-.::  r  fear — 

wish  is  gratili 
Haste  on  and  reach  your  Master's  side. 

11  list  to  i 
For  sure  my  L..J-.!  will  wait 

But  as  he  lingered,  pleasure's  spell 

Enticed  him,  till,  ensnared,  h<'  fell. 
Now  darkness  over-:uv:id  tin-  ;> 

rough  wind-  in  pain, 

Cried  out :  "  My  God,  come  back  to 
1  I  will  ever  follow  Thee." 

But  soon  a  horrid,  giant  form 
Came  cursing  mid  the  dismal  storm, 
He  seized  the  youth  with  li.-ndish  Lrlare 
And  cried,  "You  're  a  victim  r;" 

Then  hurried  him  across  the  lea, 
Crying,  "  Have  mercy,  God,  on  me." 

A  prisoner  now  in  iron  bar 

Once  more  to  God  he  lifts  his  hands; 

A  still  small  voice  break-;  on  his  ear, 

He  lists  with  anxious  heart  t«»  hear  : 

It  says  :  "If  thou  'It  from  sin  be  free 

Take  up  thy  cross  and  follow  me." 

Far  off  he  sees  a  :  li-jlit, 

Wlr  A  ni"-ht : 
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he  b*«tw  to  r<  :»c« 

.fetus  «eeU  h  ••*: 

.  Mraku<-*  n  iner  Me, 

' 

1  faith  ho  wenda  bin  waj, 
'•asare  think*  to  *uy  ; 

god 

-ivfti  Milvation  to  IUH  M>U!. 
80  •  'ry 

I  'ollow  me." 


•t  sorrow 
hearts,  bec«n«e  I 
>rae, 
^b. 

.  ^  for  me  v 

Coine  h« 

o  saflfered — 
i  haft  called  dear  i 
're  waiting  t- 

N  joy  for- 

•  •«MIHM|  tli. 

iiatli  fiimi-ho 
*rwus  Htas  a 
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\Yliy  am  \  fco  snflVr— 

i,  from  dark  till  «l.-i 
All,  my  d'od  nfllicts  in  mercy; 
I  -hall  kn.-w  when  I  am  gone. 

iiiLT  rhiM:  B  tu  meet  IIM-. 

Pray  yonr  sins  may  be  forgi 

I  trust,  I  know  He  '11  save  you, 
Ami  we  '11  mi  ft  sixain  in  Heaven. 

Child r<>n,  sister,  aged  father, 
1  must  hid  you  all  good  bye; 

I  am  happy,  happy,  happy, 
For  my  JESUS  seems  so  nigh. 


LINES. 

I,  they  say,  there  is  a  vacant  place, 
Where  neither  eye  n<»r  telescope  a  star  may  ever  trace; 
An  unknown  vx>id  it  seems  to  be — fit  place  to  set  a  th< 
Where  we  might  place  a  President  whom  neither  North  nor 

S     ith  will  own, 
ie  time  ago,  as'all  well  know,  tlm  tiling  we  thought  to 

try— 
A  plot  was  laid,  arrangements  made  to  reach  this  vacant 

sky; 

For  Johnson  and  the  (  :ien  conM  never  hero  n 

And  there  would  be  a  splendid  place  to  try  "my  p< >'. 
A  ladder  made  with  eleven  rounds  by  which  they  n 

ascend, 
They'gan  to  say,  th-  1_th  of  May,  ho  M  reneh  his  journey's 

end. 


POETS. 


• 

.-j.  tli.-v  t»ok  ;  I!P-  whole  frame  shook,  they  broke  the 
eU 
angeto*.  na^er  had  placed  the  top  end  down. 

IOMM— 
•mint  remain, 
Till 

••In  ilruiik  a^ain. 

Some  My  t  he  scale, 

Lest  he  thoold  lose  his  chair, 

democrat*  would  I.»M>  a  (.'hue 

Bat  Miint-  i  to  liM<l  their  |»anU 

.  bribes  and  rocks; 
Home  their  office  feared  to  lose, 
dome  their  share  in  stocks. 
•  T  can  a  yankee  guess 

1  in  statesmanship,  he  fs  served 

irt. 

Oh  !  for  those  men  of  fabled  days, 
\Vhi-n  money  had  110  pow«- 

:ice  wan  a  saci- 

-H  cower  ; 
t  !•>'-.  sake,  al 
I  blood  was  sh 

:  not  profane 
ii  others  ' 
human  reason  fail 


L>s.|  GREEN  MOl  <)ETS. 


M18S  EMMA  FAlli 
or  r  *nn  ELD. 


LIFE. 

Oh,  what  N  i 

I  ask  tin-  sun,  tliat  riflM  hi«:h, 
I  ask  tin-  in. .,,n,  the  st  !;y, 

I  ask  all  nature  for  reply. 
The  lisping  wild-wood  telK  no  tale; 
Tin-  roaring  wind  naught  doth  unveil; 
The  running  river,  as  it  steals 
Back  to  the  ocean,  naught  reveals. 

(  »h,  what  is  H 

I  ask  if  science  hath  not  wrought 
An  answer  to  thi>  eaLf'-r  thought, 
But  it  unto  me  hrin^eth  naught. 
Though  the  effect  it  well  may  state, 
It  ne'er  reveals  cause  ultimate  ; 
The  laws  of  life  it  doth 
But  life  itself  it  cannot  solve. 

Oh,  what  is  : 

To  this  wild  cry,  response  to  bring, 
I  seek  man's  r<Ms,ininLr  : 

But  this  hath  «»nly  p«>v. 

For  from  each  somber  page  doth  gleam 
These  ghastly  word* — ''All  is  a  <i 
The  eye  sees  what  't  is  made  to  see; 

I 
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life 
mi — a  phanta*y,  A  trance  ? 

tral  glance, 

All  n. i-  nice; 

»ll  above,  beneath,  teems  made 
'ibfttancc,  but  a  shade. 

1  in  a  lie! 
.u  die  P1 

irncMtneiw  I  kneel 
1  may  not  reveal 

<lo  conceal : 

:II:«T  .lull  :ui.l  bleared, 
My  heart,  no  longer  sorrow-seared, 
(•ra«|»  press 

led  truthfulness. 

ico,  what  is  life? 
>w  no  longer 

and  weary  cl. 

tbf  /.i-pliyr  tli.nting  by, 

•>w,  all  tl  that  seem  to  be; 

,  life  is  a  roa 
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young  the  sphere, 
A  goddess  came, 

far  and  near, 

She  did  proclaim 
Herself  a  queen. 

The  world  she  rode 
As  charger  wild ; 

Aii-1  this  brave  horse 
She  soon  beguiled 

To  gentle  mien. 
Sh<>  li.i.l  h«T  way; 

She  dealt  her  meeds, 
And  in  her  day, 

All  lofty  deeds 
did  reward, 

Or  treat  with  scorn, 
As  pleased  her  taste,  high- 
born, 

Strong,  stubborn,  cold, 
Ruthless  and  boM  ; 

Free,  thoughtless,  wild 

As  any  child, 

Tin:  KI.K.N 

The  earth  grew  \\ 
Fate's  lawless  reign 

Her  older  eyes 

Beheld  with  pain  ; 

And  thi-  proud  queen 


O'er  power  she  rode 

>trodt>, 

An- 1  trampled  down 
City  an«l  town, 

Ami  built  again. 

( )ur  riiun-i  arth, 

With  cruel  mirth, 

With  !'.-v'ri>h  pu 
Of  earth. |ii;ik<'  -hock; 
Or  rent  the  rock 
With  li^htnini:'*  hand  : 

Or  sent  amain 

A  shower  of  rain 
O'er  sea  nnd  land — 

And  this  dread  power, 

At  I'v'ry  hour, 
Early  or  late, 

Still  ruli-d  <.ur  sphere 

Both  far  and  near ; 
Men  called  her  Fate. 


did  unh- 

Without  a  tear— 
With"iit  rein 

ace 
There  came  a  seer  ; 


rod  the  sphere : 
Ne'er  relenting, 

Ne'er  maliri'ius, 
Never  hn' 
Oalculat; 

no  love 
;»alses  more, 
<oa  ami  !  . 

all  theaky; 
i  even  ha 
And  eren  eye, 
He  paU  these  words, 

_T,  alway, 
irse — a  bane 
'11  ne'er  outlive ; 

1     :. 

Rebellion'*  sUin." 


•••price, 
MI  the  nee.!, 
Greece, 
i:  •        : 

lie  mast  save 
ueleei  grave 
aw  of  tense  ; 

/'/     ,•       '.  .'  , 


[  tli  in  cold  power, 

. 

At  ev'ry  hoar 
Ituleth  the  la 

inself,  meanwhile, 
Forever  foam!  — 

A>  I-  .!i.l-!ii.m  \vi!  1, 
Securely  bound. 
ID  sea  or  sky, 
Woodland  or  river; 

Lowly  or  high, 
Forever,  ever 

>  the  same  — 
Law  in  his  nu 


•       .. 


Farther,  more  far 

the  sky, 
O'er  son  and  star ; 

•MW  fate, 
Law'*  estate, 
Riseth  the  sphere, 
near, 


Obedience 

She  gladly  yields 
I'rovidem 

.     • 
'. 
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For  peace  or  - 
For  joy  or  grief, 
i  or  relief — 
All  is  to  save, 
All  is  to  lave 
The 

ue. 

the  earth 
He  bringeth  care, 
Or  sin,  or  death, 
( >r  dark  despair, 

to  bless — 
Not  to  oppress. 

Ji  His  decree 
Has  no  appeal, 
Still,  we  may  see 


I'M  sight — 

Unbounded  m 
An  1  love  that  can 
All  being  span. 

Above,  beneath, 

:n  every  leaf 
Of  every  tree, 

\V-'  may  r-  i^arse, 
Law  is  the  h 

\Vhieh  -loth  inspire 
With  life  an.! 

Tin-  universe, 
Through  the  Law-'  < 


INVOCATION'  T<>  THE  SPIRIT  OP  PHILOSOPHY, 

O  come,  thou  Ideal  of  my  thought — 
For  thee  long,  weary  days  I've  sought ; 
For  thee  sa«l,  hitter  tears  have  B! 
For  thee  devoted  prayers  have  - 
The  breezes  whisper  low  thy  nai 
The  rivulets  repeat  thy  fame! 
The  -iin,  the  -ky,  the  leafy  tree — 
All,  all  things  speak  to  me  of  thee. 
<  >,  -him-  tijM.n  me  with  thy  grace, 

:v!e  mi-  with  thy  embrace  ! 
An«l  let  my  weary  head  h.. 
Upon  thy  universal  hreast ! 
God  bit1.- 


Thv  MMBOI  il.:"'i'j>i  BJ    ;    •  -•  -   •'•  ll 

•  uj»li  ati-l  through. 

MM 
an : 

M 

:.   till 

•it  me  with  thy  li|.«.  <»l  : 
An<!  •  mine  iiiHj.ire  ! 

9§i 
I.OHOW—  !.  .4«! 

;    t-jaiii  i.ni-t  IIIOAD 
tin  tin-  still  »ir — "»h»ne,  a! 


TIM:  MM  \r  <>M. 

ill, 

tlu-n*  a   . 
Is  ei'i  •'.! — 

.    \  A  lip  '  ith  : 

Ami  niinM«-  f.-«-t  a  '• 

. 

•  >'er. 

now  hlow; 
•ng  »e»  breeze — 

iMinjf  key« — 
Boon  will  tli 


•J!»0  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POETS. 

The  young  bride  \  all, 

it  seems  herself  apart  t.»  .ludl, 
As  up  and  down  she  \\  ..ill, 

Bound  by  some  fairy,  magic  spoil. 
For  lit-r  MWM  joy,  free  from  alloy, 

Is  all  too  deep  and  strong 
To  find  enchantment,  or  annoy, 

From  this  gay,  laughing  tin-on^. 
But  does  she  dream  how  soon  will  gl 

Upon  her  pathway  bright, 
The  angry  shafts  ofmaiMcm-.l  fate, 

Bringing  despair  and  blight  .' 
O,  ominous!  can  it  be  well  '/ 

Thy  lover  hath  not  come,  Grizel ! 

Slowly  the  hours  wane  on  apace, 

But  still  the  bridegroom  doth  not  come; 
And  dread,  caught  from  the  bride's  pale  face, 

Maketh  all  mirth  and  laughter  dumb. 
"  O,  dark  despair  !  where  is  he,  where  ? 

What  ill  luck  doth  beti 
Has  he  forgot  his  lady  fair — 

Long  his  betrothed  l»ri 
"Wildly  she  pressed  unto  her  breast, 

The  hands  lie  oft  had  kissed; 
Striving  from  cold  eyes  to  conceal 
presence,  how  much  missed. 
O,  death  and  hell!  can  it  be  w«-ll  y 

Thy  lover  doth  not  come,  Grizel ! 

Her  pride,  at  ._cave  way  to  fear, 

Aii'l  sjiriiiL'iuiL:  wildly  to  her  f- 
To  the  first  ready  horseman  near, 


i  hot  speed, 

hargerheed 

1  «hall  never  feel 
Around  l>i*nt»ath  hi-*  trt»ad, 

.  ihall  nkim  the  earth, 
Or  hk«-  th.'  M 

fel?  CM  it  be  well? 
Thy  lover  hath  i.  -1  ! 

The  •  l«  blew  till  -hriili  and  tree 

Screamed  wildly  *neath  their  tortared  pain 

over  back  to  i 
•  •r  and  o'er  again. 
'tin  wild  i»ray«  ;>led  air, 

Between  a  nhriek  and  groan, 

Despair,  despa 
tli  thoa  well  may*§t  moan; 
a  paU  briJ*  \*  at  1> 

She  l.-.-i  U  him  to  :*n's  Rtreara, 

him  enter  in. 
him  it  must  !>-•  a 

—forlorn  Gri/ 

•     • 
.  ;,  at  a  lightning  pace  ; 

i  mingled  hope  and  dread, 
Became  each  Had  and  anxious  face. 

,v  thy  C\ 
smock  ot 


'it  ; 

hair 
'I'll' 

tli  thy  lips  upon  1, 
\\ 
With  him  it  D  ill  is  well, 


IN  THE  NI:T 

!  ate  teemed,  thy  chain 
Thy  p  >wn-  iio\v  j>  o'er; 

v  am  free  from  Love  and  th 
I  am  your  slave  no  more ! 

Ah.  you  have  hound — ah,  you  have  wound 
Your  fetters  round  me  strong! 

'   in  twaii  Mi-n  chain — 

I   <  >ndled,  ra  •  [tr  \ 

!N o  more  to  tbee  I  bend  the 

O  Love — uncertain  thinir — 
For  what  of  joy  without  alloy 
Dost  thon.  to  anv.  hi; 

What  dost  tliou  hrin<_r  hut  pan«^  and 

And  he:: 
(  Mir  very  soul  to  the  control 


All  power  to  hh-^s  with  liappiness 
a  to  one; 


_"•  ; 

ruvelh  UUc —undone! 
k  a  ln-11 

7VWA—  nance? 

»!  no  more  your  bow 

iy  breaat 

Its  Arrows  wet  with  vain  regret, 
\\  i tli  loam  of  grief — unrest 

«*ak — yon  make  me  weak ; 
»f  what  wiyA/  l«; 

With  eyes  not  l>)in<l  I  look  behind, 
thing*  that  art  I  see. 

named  face  bear*  still  the  trace 

:ife 
re  : 

mul  lo\. 

BMi 

f  dark  ai 

'i, 
Tkt*t  ow:  thrall,  fW  gmve  yon  all ; 

tlioiii  in  ' 


01: 

•  — 
tti  tears  of  grief — unrest. 

iow  I  see, 
•re  my  fancy  rise 

A  mimic  glance — surrt  'lalliance— 
•in  those  dark,  handsome  cy- 

Tliat  manly  face — movement  of  grace— 

•y,  not  to  !•«•  t..l,|  ; 
Tliat  tenderness  but  half  expressed — 

All  these  around  me  fold, 

hold  me  near,  till  without  fear 
I  yield — without 

Ah,  I.ovr,  thy  art  well  h-rmied  hy  / 
-.  hath  me  in  the  net  I 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  CORDIE. 

The  bridal  wreath  was  on  her  brow, 
And  on  her  lips  the  bridal  vow, 
Five  week*  ago;  but  naught,  to-day 
Is  left,  of  her  yonng  life,  but  clay. 

Her  pulse  is  still — her  eyes  are  closed ; 
She  sleepeth  now  the  pale  repose. 
Ah,  brother,  !  iear 

And  pour  the  unavailii. 

The  sharer  of  thful  pla;. 

your  oM. 


GREEN  POETO. 

Gone,  now,  ai.  i  to  each  oilier  — 

Lonely  •»!-• 

Ah,  fa-  now  ye  know 

Forever  fr-un  tho  circle  gone 

;  Uble  has  a  vacant  pin 
home  ha*  lost  a  milling  face; 

r  walks  you  hear 
That  irmtle  voice  of  merry  cheer. 


now  tho  chil'i  ug  waya 

happy,  girlhood  days 
Come  to  v  ry  once  a: 

And  make  the  more  your  grief  and  pain. 

*ee  the  little  trundle-bed— 
Uaby-prayer  she  sa 
>w  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep/1 
Father,  mother,  well  may  ye  weep. 

\.»\v  Lr":i«-  t""t.'v.  r  from  thv  -i-l.-  ; 

. 
Ami  wil.lly  i-ry.  it  «.h.  >M  not  be. 

vesterday  you  called  her  wife  — 
Both  in  the  morning  of  your  life— 
nhe  gave  to  yon 

•  Igci*  warm  an<l  t: 

;  now!  ah,  hard—  ah,  hard  it  sen 
1'oyhood  < 


01::  UN  POETS. 

in  haste  be  snatched  away, 

1  I.  ri.ii'  ..f  heath.  to-day! 

ith  care, 

ies.  \vild  and  fair, 

\Yherc  ft]  I  kef*  ha\e  ye  lied  ? 

Shn.iulcd  with  her  who  lieth  d- 

,  no  more  your  hands  will  press 
llrr  own,  in  j_"  1  caresu; 

more  ln-r  eyes  in  yours  will  seek 
To  read  the  love  yon  could  imt  -]>•  -ak. 

No  more  —  for  she  is  dead  —  i-   ! 
The  li^h- 

0  God  !   you  cry.  why  throw  tin-  juill 
On  her,  so  chci-i^ln-d  hy  us  all. 

aoc  !   I   licar  a  still  small  voice 
Cry  from  th««  dor, 
(  )  darling  ones,  I  hav.-  me  : 

1  now  by  peaceful  wat 


.'•II    wipe  your  I'.liLMT   I 

I  am  not  dead,  I  do  not  sleep, 

But  here,  upon  this  hcttcr  sin 

I  watch  and  wait  till  yc  conic  o'er." 


J 


IMTOB  A*  »  rtorai tro«  OF  ra •  "  MIHIM  mavsMVt 
A&MOT  ?«•  -rim 


it  harveMt  eve  when  last  flown  • 
•tm 

Mr  WAX  shining  far  o'er  hill  ami.  ffraasj  glade  ; 

i<>on,  efTalgent,  poured  her  ray*  o 
bt, 
AM  alowly,  proudly  up  she  rolled,  the  peerleat  queen 

whiitperin^  winds  that  sadly  sighed,  the  sultry  snm- 

wantoued  witli  t)iy  lini|>i<l  drop-*,  then  sped  them  on 

thi 
winsome  waters  caught  the  strain,  ami  sweeping,  grand 

MUIJ;  an  a  Id  as  angel-minstrelsj. 

weary  fei-; 
iun  the  labors  of  the  day,  hit  manly  soul  had  spun 

sweetened,   o'er,  and  care  and  sor- 
row 
household,  each  in  uni*  ••  Mowings  on  his  head. 


;ng,  won<i  .  Koul  in  pen- 

future  years,  and  sorrowed  «  att; 

i;id  In-ar-' 


01: 

• 

.\v  I  once  again  the  In  li.ni'-  Liu-hen 
Ski  in  softly  "  shore  to  $h'»re.  li^! 

The    Indi.m    elim  iJain's    ol  1     its 

That  like  a  giant,  old  and  grim,  lay  min 

The  eagle  in  her  eyrie  on  M  height, 

In  craven  fear  at  his  wild  cheer,  her  pinions  plum. 

flight 
The  lien-.-  AJgonqnins  of  the  north  —  nnron.|nered  king 

i  lly  down,  in  conscious  pride,  to  X.n 
Bay. 


'1'he  Mieniacs  and  Pokan-'kctv.  Pequots  a\\>\  IP»IJI; 
In   warlike  trim   each  marshaled  him,  in  cruel  death's  em 
plo 

And  Mi-taiii'.ra,  Ma<snsoit.  King  I'lii' 

i   their  happy  hunting-grounds  —  ;    in, 

Injurious  gra'' 

From  win-re  3L  Ll  '•  frantic  li  Bt  wild  Al 

ti.-'s  -an.  Is. 
To  Champlain's  calm  and   crystal   <1  and 

liap|»y  l>an«N. 
All.   nevermore    shall    streamlet's    shore  «rjvp   <^r>  •• 

their  tn 
A  grim  and   spectral  cavalcade   moves  through  t! 

•  •f  -! 

Kind  spirit  of  the  dreamy  pi  I  krutht  nnceasrng  flow, 

tell  how  .  .    '  MI  whis- 

low. 


rOETB. 


fevered  brow,  the  we»: 

•  •  with  sword  nu>i  llatne—  farewell  poaoe, 
»w! 

•un  row; 

>g,  that  flaps  in  empty 
air, 
I  see  the  treach'rous  Mayflower's  nail-*  —  I  Hit  the  pilgrims' 

ieftpot  band  kneel  low  on  I  My  mouth's  hostile  shore, 
IH  k'raud  with  ocean's  win- 

%  nor  quaint  cathedral 

rich  anthem's 
swell. 

prayers   are  said,  the  songs  are  o'er,  the  Indian  in 

-  wigwam  sees  ablaze  t 
ii  to  the  CkriMti**  steel,  as  sand  yields  t< 

.in  untamed  nobleman,  an*l  !  il  ing's  slave. 

•ill  dost  tbon  roll  thy  murm'ring 

••re  wave  rich  fields  of  p.  Men  grain,  and  rustic  reapers 

1  ever  traced  mililimor  Kccne  than  thine! 

heaven,  than  thee  are 


:;oo  GREEN  Me 


<  SRISTMAfl  HYMN, 


;ill  who  lovr  th.'  I  '.iiin 

ime, 

Til!  1  *hall  own  it 

Vay. 


1  low  tlio  kne,'  t-»  iM'thh'hi'in's  Chile], 
Whose  peaceful  banner  nil  thl, 

Maine,    Hi*    power,    Hi>    li:_rht< 

All  lands  shall  own  —  all  lauds  sh;il]   ! 

Wlien  ev:ry  nation,  triln-,  ami 

In  accents  R\v<*rt.  Hi-  nann1  liavi-  ^uiiir. 

In  power  and  ^lory  shall  1! 

To  bear  earth's  ransomc-l  children  h 

O,  praise  th-  'i"nt  —  sh.>nt  ]\\<  i. 

And  set  th<-  heavenly  choir  aflain«-  ! 
Lift  hiirh  t.)  Mini  each  tuneful  soul, 
Long  as  the  endless  ages  roll. 


raise  His  hannev.  then,  on  earth, 
And  shout  that  name  <>f  niatehh->-  worth  ; 
Strike  lute  and  lyre,  His  j.cans  swell. 
Who  conquers  death,  the  «irave,  an'l 


WIIKKK   IS  GOD? 

O  where  is  God'."      Kiitlm-m-d  on 
In  realms  of  l.lis^fu! 
Where  an-.  '  >'-rht 

•  r  l.a-k  in  j.urest 


-."I 


\vho  rnle*  in  s 

\Vi.  .-.-  in.f,  Lit—  in;.  rUd  world*    •    • 

» 

. 

'  lint  deck  the  sea, 
*ure  Khali  be. 

<    .      .    1  I    •:•••.'••.       '  ••.'.•       •• 

10  treat; 
'.  v  l>n>«>k  iliut  gleams 

. 

wiM«!la!i'l  ^r- 

in  seen. 

O  u  ..1  ?    The  tracklea  do. 

\\  .  h  am!  leap  — 

,'iiiiLT  lamp  that  1> 

•  broad  expanse  of  sky  — 
!  bco  that  fliU  in  air. 
H  everywhere. 


HIM  CARRIE  R.  RICUARDflOff, 
fMuitatr  or  Puotui—  AM*  or  A  toon  AC. 


COLD  i: 

—pure  water!  away  with  chain; 
i  ;>oiler  are  bra:  .  vsin, 

ir  far  swr- 


03:  rs. 

\V.    HUM  :'•    DO  itl  :  ••:  n   lip-. 

r — puie  water  !  —  win.-  blushes  for  si, 
with  it-  :  .  what  wrctclir.ln.--s  came, 

•f  the  million^  shall  sl.-i' 

*T  18  clear  as  the  crystal  from  which  they  partake. 
,i  this  wonderful  treasure, 

ire, 

Tlii-  joy  beyond  measure, 
"  Here  's  &  health  to  you  all." 

water — pure  water! — hence  brandy  and  nun  ! 
ir  bane  for  each  bl-  ill  never  more  come; 

For  we'  11  break  the  >tr«>nir   fetters  which   bind  with  a  ban, 
While  flows,  for  the  taking,  this  Me-sini:  to  man 
Cold  water — pure  water! — no  porter,  no  beer: 
The  thought  of  their  presence  would  mar  our  good  cheer, 

vc  <\ng  of  cold  water,  the  nectar  of  life, 
Which  brings  no  di  .  and  wak'  trife. 

FiMin  this  wonderful  treasure, 
This  source  of  rich  pleasure, 
This  joy  beyond  mea- 


water — pure  water! — bid  toddy  ret: 
While  we  sinir  of  the  water  which  flows  at  our  feet  ; 
For  it  brills  no  di<a<t«-r,  no  want  and  no 
But  crowns  us  with  blessings  wh- 
Pold  water — pure  water! — n<>  whiskv.  no  <_rin  ; 
(  M"  the  reiLTn  of  th  Ml  <av — "  it  has  i 

Then  cense  to  Miscaid —  ' 
\N"--  point  to  coll  water,  and  answer — "  't 

C«  of  rich 


••Ilere\a"heallhto  youall." 

.• 

:!i  an.!  plenty  till  lil'<-  have  an  en 
A  -hall  view  thee,  t  .:b, 

AIM  for  the  tempter  ! — ala«  thnu  watt  ni-h  ! — 
raitl  thee. 

renence  how. weep  I  al 
water—  <T  ! — what  blefwingff  are  thine ; 

i-,  what  peace  half 
i»  this  winnlcrful  tmi" 
•^oarce  of  rich  pleaiture, 
Thin  joy  beyond  moa-- 
"  II. -ir  'H  a  health  to  you  all." 


mi:  wiirn:  SAIL, 

1 

1  me  if  there 

.in!, 
Far  *ea. 

That  it  is  something  n. 

!im  with 

1* 

.mil  me? 


Ql: 

i'tlirl. 

' 

U  behold. 

•iiel, 

Aji'l  ti-11  in.-  what 
Is  there  a  white  sail  r.mii: 

\\"itli  joj 
Or  is  it  but  tin-  moonbeams 

Upon  t;  ive, 

Like  weird.  \vil.i  dancing 

Above  some  sailor's  grave  ? 

'T  is  just  four  years,  my  darling, 
Since  father  sailed  away, 

Oh,  well  do  1  remember 

ary  parting-day ! 

Our  mother's  face,  so  pallid, 
It  haunts  my  slumbers  yet — 

That  look  of  weary  anguish 
I  never  can  forget. 

Oh  Ethel,  sist.T  Kthel ! 

Come  nearer  to  my  si 
And  place  your  tiny  fingers 

Upon  my  palm  so  wide. 
I  'm  stronger  whon  you  're  near  me, 

It  gives  ni''  power  to  ] 
Sweet  Kth<-l.  -ii.-l  ! 

You  Ve  like  your  mother  fair. 

!!<•  called  me,  litt 
His  "darlinir  bin- 


nREElf  IfOITN  I        .  ... 


HOITOW, 

••  year*  will  fly  away, 

•<•  -.ill  I. ring*  yon 
>neday." 

-vere  an  infant,  -inter ; 
1  \vnii  a  boy  of  four, 

le  vessel 

Poshed  net-wan!  from  the  iihore. 
•ve  watched  and  waited ! 

wa*  in  va 

saw  no  white  sail  coming 
For  as  across  the  main. 

mother's  step  grew  feel 
No  Mnilf  lit  up  her  eye; 
One  day  she  <  -r, 

dint  -In- 
I  hardly  knew  her  mean 

ig  seemed  to  say, 

As  father  -li'l.  one  day. 

irew  me  fondly  to  i 
And  whispered,  oh  no  : 

A  wi 

v  leave. 


;;o<;  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  r<>i'.TS. 

"  A  white  sail  cometh  f«T  me, 

T  is  nearing,  swiftly  Hearing, 
i  it  will  soon  be  here: 

itli  tin*  pale  boatman 
rom  off  the  shore, 
Be  kind  to  sister  Ethel- 
over  were  before. 

And  tell  yonr  father,  Benny, 
When  he  comes  back  from  sea, 

JIow  sadly  I  ha\  ••  missed  him — 
ll«)\v  dear  he  is  to  me." 

Too  soon  the  boatman  called  her, 
Tlien  pushed  from  off  th«-  ihore 

I  sometimes  fear,  my  Ktliel, 
11  see  her  never  more; 

For  many  month <  have  wasted, 

Since  first  she  left  »ur 
And  yet  no  white  sail  comet li 

For  us,  across  the  tide. 
No  white  sail  cotneth,  Kthel  ; 

And,  oh,  the  dreary  pain  ! 
Our  weary,  weary  watching 

Must  ever  be  in  vain. 

Bnt  look  once  more,  sweet  sister, 

1  t«-ll  me  if  t: 

A  \\liite  >ail  moving  land-ward 
With  joy  for  you  and 

1  — 
Our  mother's  name  in  gold ; 


The  broad  nail,  ju-t  al».  • 
11  know 


Kan  awa\  sober  farm-home, 

hill, 

!lK"i 

Tll.l"  1)0    Nlill. 

They  've  carr:  rave  little  ou 

ay; 
A  n«  I  t 
They  Ve  carried  my  baby  away. 

••  back  to  mo,  little  brown  feetling*, 

;tig  steps  MO  light, 

Come  ba«  :i,.\v,  my  darling, 

iriren  us  snch  a  fright 

>«•  an-i  tln»  jj.i 
<irn  and  ' 

!  pray  that  HOIIIC  guardian  a; 
M    ronawav  IK>\ 


Far  down  through  the  rankest  cl- 
A  wee  -e, 

a  run-away  l-.-v  <>f  three: 
And  )>lo«aoin§, 

u»t; 


.'50$  MX  r« >i: 

Two  poor,  lit'' 

'Mong  tl  tin. 

.»  liar.ly  hr«>\\  \  itli  their  .lim 

All  oovere.l  with  strawberry-stain. 
• ;,  tin-  la-'  '  i.fiii, 

Bright  cnrls  ..n  the  healthy  brow — 
louiM  YOU,  at  la-t.  my  darling, 
I  '11  waken  ray  baby  n 

sought  for  your  gentle  slumber 
The  buttercup's  home,  my  boy, 

With  the  musical  cricket  IM-M  1,>  you, 
The  grasshopper  sin^iu^  for  joy; 

And  the  breezes  that  wander  so  gently, 
Through  the  clov<  .-r  your  hra-1, 

Are  soft  as  the  voice  of  affection, 
To  the  whispers  of  angels  wnl. 

But  the  farm-house  is  lonely  without  YOU. 

Come  back  to  it,  little  brown  !• 
Come  back  with  that  gentle  patter, 

So  musical  and  so  sw< 
A n.l  I  pray  the  p-eat  "  All  l-'ath.-r," 

While  the  years  Lrli'lc  swiftly  by, 
To  guide  the  little  brown  ; 

In  the  path  that  leads  on  hi_Lrh. 


AT  THE  DAWNING. 

**  At  the  dawning — <'h,  rem( 

n  h«-r  white  I 
\Vliile  the  brei 


.air. 

Illllil   I'll; 

*  tied  away, 
»y. 
i  to  cover 

Mi:n-  »\\  :i  \vitii     •-..,!•••  I  ruiy  ; 

.over 

At  I'iruk  «>f  day : 
llneM  creeping  o'er  me, 
••  breath, 

••«•-,  tli irk  before  me, 
Are  the  herald*  sent  by  death. 

ii  the  br.i  .  tree 

!iear  the  vocal  thicket; 

me. 

are  team  by  angels  hi. 

'  -  .  ii. 
in*  rarlv 


Mark  toe  moon>beama,  when  they  linger 
a  last,  faint  farewell  ra 

Beckons  •  lay. 

Carr  feletw  casket 

.tyrant  la 
AH  a  precious  boon 

.••  at  early  «la> 
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"  At  the  dawning — at  miLT, 

AYhi'ii  the  wild  birds  ran.' 
In  the  early,  early  morning, 

H'-ap  the  cold  earth  «>\  ,-r 
YOU  must  bury  nn-  at  dawning" 

Once,  again,  she  strove  to  say — 
Y    ;  :   ;,  t  l.ury  me  at  dawning," 

An«l  her  spirit  passed  a 


LITTLE  BY  LITTLE. 

Little  by  little,  hums  the  bee, 

Little  by  little  's  the  motto  for  me, 

I  busily  work  cadi  shiniiiLr  1. 

Flitting  along  from  flower  to  flov, 

Sipping  the  sweets  from  each  beautiful  fern, 

•  ring  food  ere  the  winter  storm, 
A  little  here — a  little  there, 
A  little  sweetness  everywhere. 

Little  by  little  the  acorn  said 

To  the  giant  oak  tree  over  h 

Little  by  little,  tin-  LT'-nn  will  ^row, 

Little  by  little,  sure  and  slow. 

Lon<:  time  will  pass  in  a  tedious  round 

To  sink  my  root-  in  tli.  round — 

Ere  the  sapling  stands  by  the  pn: 

A-  liardv  in  form,  and  as  liaiinhtv  in  ; 

Little  by  littlf. 

Little  by  little,  the  clou-i 


I  gather  the  raindrop*,  far  and  near, 

A  little  then* — a  littlo  here; 

•.ilh  a  faithful  hand, 
A  few  little  raindropa  to  every  la 

>  by  littlo,  ambition  ** 
'.  premied  a  hand  to  an  aching  he.i 
• 

«ne. 

'ling,  day  by  day, 
>g  along  *  weary  way, 

.:  la-nt,  on  the  rock  of  fame, 
to  carve  a  name. 

by  littlo,  all  nature  cries; 
the  heart  repliea ; 

_roal  is  won ; 
all  good  is  done. 

How  shall  we  banish  the  tyrant  woe  ? 
Not  with  the  power  of  a  single  blow; 
it  tie  by  littlo— here  and  there 
>•  clouds  of  doubt  and  care. 
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JEN  MI!  AND  I. 

Two  little,  prattling  children  we — 

Jennir  ami  I, 
Careless  and  wild  as  we  could  be, 

Jrnnie  and   I. 

Twelve  years  had  Unwed  their  course  for 
And  ten   for  her— as,  childishly, 
W«-  piatth-d  en.  and  joyously — 

•Jennie  and  I. 

\\  -   played,  as  suited  a  childish  whim — 

Jennie  and  I ; 
\\ "••  danced  on  the  meadow's  velvet  green — 

Jennie  and  I : 

Together  we  wandered  over  the  hills, 
And,  hand  in  hand,  leaped  over  the  rills, 
With  joy  that  ever  a  child-heart  fills — 

Jennie  and  I. 

\Ve  were  happy  and  free  as  the  summer-air — 

•  Icnnie  and  I ; 
No  trace  of  sorrow,  or  thought  of  care — 

.I'-nnie  and  I  ; 
Our  childish  trust  increa^-d  tin-  more, 

lob  otlirr,  o'er  and  o'er, 
The  love  to  each  the  other  bore — 

J«-nni»'  and   I. 
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.ive  panned  hiuce  la»t  wo  met— 
We  parted  with  many  a  !•  u-l  regret— 

*he  croeaed  the  vague  unkii 

— 
tne  come  — 

In  th.  above  we  toon  »hall  m< 

'on 

.ill  our  parting  be  : 

II   Wrtko,  tOgi't 

•••rnal  dn  . 
ii«  ami  I. 


TOLL,  TO  I  ! 

Toll,   toll,   toll, 

k'i«-'il  of  a  l<iiri'-<l  hope— 
Of  a  hope  that  was  lit'.-.  l>ut  is  lifo  no  more; 
Of  a  life  that  in  worn  aa  the  §ea-l 
it  baa  left  1-ut  t)u»  dreg*  in  t 

ii»t,  chan: 

The  dirge  of  a  human 
Can  aught  be  so  dead  a 

Of  a  spiritless  v..j  1  in  the  heart— 
-•  only  all 
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LY6I  "f   (li 

On  the  ocea  .  • !;  ; 

uds  are  over — before  is  all  dark, 
O,  roll  then,  secure,  to  their  goal ! 

Weep,  weep,  weep, 
Let  a  tear,  in  sympathy,  fall  ; 

II«i\v  Me*!  U  tin-  spirit  that  sorrow  hath  known, 

a  tear  to  the  ground  falls  unnoticed,  unknown; 
In  mercy  <iod  measures  thorn  all. 

ik,  knock,  knock  ! 
At  th<-  door  of  a  human  soul  : 
Without*  il  the  gilding — a  tumult  within  ; 
Confusion  and  discord — the  wages  of  sin — 
more  than  the  death  of  a  soul. 

I 'ray,  pray,  pray, 
To  the  Father  of  light  above, 
For  a  love,  that  shall  drive  from  the  sun  away 

•  •loads  of  hat--. 
For  a  Heaven  of  light  and  lo\ 


ox  DEATH. 

O  Death !    how  beautiful  thoa  art ! 
Not  the  pale  angel,  whose  a  -ar, 

But  messenger  of  love:    even  though  the  message  bear 

But  harshly  on  a  quivering  heart. 

Death  leads  the  weary  pilgrim  1; 
Foot-sore  and  feeble,  waiting  on  the  hither  sand  ; 
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Death  the  ti  U*  he  crotnea,  gains  the  heavenly  strand, 
The  golden  harp,  the  starry  crown. 

even  a*  it  falls  on  ireleat  brow  I 

voice,  §o  ».  ug  now 

that  thnU  oar 


"•*  not  rob  an  of  onr  gem  ; 
We  in  casket  where  the  priceless  jewel  lay, 

.1  guardian  angel  bear*  it  swift  away 
To  grace  our  Fathor'*  ciit<lem. 

\v  panning  beautiful  that  sleep 
That  gently  falU  upon  the  *.  •  »w  of  years, 

hots  the  weary  eyelids,  filled  with  tears, 
..1  opes  them,  never  more  to  weep  1 

Call  not  again  the  fleeting  breath, 
Do  not  encha  iy,  [day  — 

will  change  the  passing  night  to  endless 
A-  beautiful  ar                 l>cuth  ! 


. 


TO  MY  BR 

\V1.  roll  on  their  track  of  1 

human  smiN  «r«> 

•f  bloom  or  bi 
-oleiun  meaning ; 
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A  v 

The  world's  prr;it  In-art  t<>  duty. 
Whose  str.»ii-. M  throl,>  shall  sweetly  prove 

Its  iiitlu  .'ity. 

We  sing  of  love,  a  mother's  own, 
Blent  with  our  life's  awaking; 

.   dear  no  liiiinan  heart  hath  known. 
Till  death  the  bond  is  breaking. 

\\ "••  wreathe  our  lips  with  smiles  to 
For  joy  is  o'er  us  shining, 

And  sju-in^intr  i  j],l  our  way 

At  every  hour's  declining. 

But  deep  within  our  fervent  souls 
tones,  the  \vhih-  we  listen 
The  backward  sur^'*  of  nu-inory  rolls 

With  ti-ars  <-ur  eyes  to  gHsteil, 
Oh,  Mother  mine  !  tin-  gliding  years 

Have  kept  tl,  tender, 

That  hallow  all  the  hopes  and  fears 

Of  childhood's  wa  idor! 

And  thou  dost  shine  a  star  serene 

Al>ove  the  days  departed. 
Affection  twines  the  laurels  gr. 

Oh,  strong  and  tender-heai  ted  ! 
Though  severed  from  tle-e.  every  hour 

We  pause  and  question,  breathless, 
If  we  have  fully  pri/.ed  thy  d<»- 

Of  human  love,  yet  death! 

Thine  was  the  blessedness 
That  wearies  not  in  gi\ 


•i£  dew  an  i«t 

_C  glow  will  linger 
I 
By  death*!  relentleas  finger. 

was  the  awe*  •  ig  grace 

i-rayer  we  know,  whatcVr  mir  place, 
It  on  our  fate  abi 

We  *ve  teen  thee  in  thy  noon  of  pri 
. 

-%  woe  abide 
When  death  hit  arrow  planted. 

We  *ve  stood  within  thy  widowed  home, 

;.irk.-.|  tliv  j..i!«-  hj.H  qa 

And  known  thy  heart  lay  'neath  the  stone — 
hope  beyoti'l  • 

rayeci  that  loving  hunian  ha 
•!i  thy  par  >w  ; 

God'*  peace  above  thy  pillow  *t.i 
r  t'.ifh  1- '  njw. 

v  do  we  turn 
To  thee.  with  thought*  ofblttajf 

>  changes  pause,  and  yearn 
1  arm'*  caresning. 

• 

-vill  beam  till  - 
A  guardian  angel  o'er  us. 
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An  1  thU  will  1»  rayor  — 

Wi  ire,  in  in  . 

No  flowers  by  death  are  Illicit' 
Dear  Mother!  when  tl  inesa 

.->nu'  will 
The  band  we  prize  serenely  rest 

Within  the  peace  of  Heaven. 


DEATH  IX    IIIK  "GOLDEN  LAND." 

A  miner  laid  him  down  to  rest  beneath  a  stranger  sky — 
Parched  with  the  glowing  fever  laid  him  down  to 

die: 

One  comrade  lingered  l.y  his  side,  to  soothe  h;  iin  ; 

To  list  his  parting  words  and  weep,  when  death  had 

the  chain. 

o'er  a  brow  of  l.eauty,  fair  and  hi^h — 
a«l,  that  one  so  noble  thus  in  loneliness  should  die. 
"Come  nearer  to  me,  brother,  now!'1  the  pale  lips  softly 

said  : 
'Soon  will  this  form  of  mine  lie  low,  amid  the  gath'- 

"Oh,  cease  thy  hitter  weeping,  for  life\  la-t  hour  : 
And  I  would   have  thee  bear  my  words 

home. 
Oh  home  !  dear  homo,  hov, 

now  my  eye, 
For  oh!  I'm  thii.  ould  be  blest  in  that  love, I  spot 

lie  : 
I  'm  thinking  of  the  sad  a  dim.  the  fearful,  ;i  hand — 
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'  ar-off  ah  ore. 
;of  a  mot  I  a  *l  fan- 

o  bleating  give  i  :i — 

ter'u  ki» — her  clinging  arm*  so  wildly  roc  ,*ni, 

ve  were  all — the  only  nous,  •  me. 

•  '  tliou  v  n  he  U  Bowing  old — 

My  mother !  -i-in  !  woitl.l  these  arms  once  more  could  round 

o  lip*  again  l»c  prowd  to  your*,  t»  in  the  dftjri  gone  by 
Then  calmlv  could  I  all  resiirn— tlu*n  iovfullv  I  M  die! 


vined  around  my  goal,  with  an  o'ermaster- 

i  I  h- •  !  i "eU  that  they  ga?et 

rtd  Olit  riren  a  victory  o'er :  r  •*  of  the  grare ; 

l«»U    ktl»\\  '«--t    t  !  •        •  .-!'..'          .  •-  •  •       .:     •  •;     :  •     ;  ..i tii 


*ll  wait  to  welc"  .  where  death  and  tear*  will  come 

no  in 

And  there's  another  dear  one,  still  waiting  at  home  f<» 

o  grows  faint — oh,  do  n't  for^ft  thin  montage  given 

fond  and 

ath  ni.i  i--  my  ;.:'.-  an  I!  im  (.nth,  like  to  the  land  ai 


320  QR! 

1  gazeagain  within  tin-  i 
Can  aught  be  fair* 
Lay  this  sweet  image  n-  hen  I  am  «-old  in  death, 

that    1  hlessed  her  name,  e'en  with  my  l.r 
brcatli. 

"  I  'm  sad  to  leave  thee,  brotlicr,  here  in  this  far  land  al 
<  iod  will  boa  friend  still  near  —  oh,  look  unto  His  th: 

||  me  come  up  higher,  and  I  see  tin-  an^el  Land  — 
v  that  is  unfading  waits  me  in  that  bettor  land  ! 
Death  >  d-'W  is  on  my  forehead,  ami  I  86  thy  face  — 

Oh,  check  thy  tears,  and  fold  me  close,  within  one  last  em- 

brace." 
i  cold  the  brow  of  beauty  grew  o'er  the 

lips  fell  ; 

"I'm  going  home!"  he  murmured  low,  "dear  bn.thor  — 
fare  thee  well  !" 


The  ]<>ve  li^lit  slowly  faded  then,  {mm  out  tin-  henmin^  eye, 
And  spirit-win;:-,  unfolding,  plumed  a  flight  beyond  th-* 
In  solitude,  with  bitter  tears,  the  brother  gently  laid 
The  loved  one  down  to  rest,  within  the  grave  his  hands  had 

ma 

And  then,  in  loneliness  of  soul,  his  footst  1  away 

To  seek  the  home  where   prayer  arose  for  tho>.-  who  went 

astray.  t 

Now  rests  he  in  the  lonely  wild,  where  none  will  o'er   him 

weep, 
But  mournful   wi:,  .:md  his  tonih.  and  >tars  a  ni^ht 

watch  keep. 

(  >h.  rest  thee,  led  within  tin-  haven  1  ' 

Where  dreams  of  pride,  ol  -hall 

lure  thv  br< 
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•o,  in  all 
aii'' 
human   l»vo  Khali  never  bring  iU  olTriog  to  thy 

•wly  be<l  far  from  the  horn* 
»ve, 

>n  rove«t  now  the  golden  NtreeU  of  Paradiae  above— 
fwe»':  -•  crown  of  ^  iit; 

:  harp— -a  tearleat  home,  in  rcaluw  of  (adelets  light  t 


\\  :OSE8. 


j*'ll  wa«  thrown 
vilU^ro  spin*  an<l  waving  ; 

*  face  beetle  roe  shone  ; 
iiand  waa  clanped  in  mine. 
'«  roses,  ;  *  snow, 

O'er-cro^  ••  we  leant  bo-: 

i«)W, 

\vn  my  own  —  a  bri 

Wh« 

also  o'er, 

eyen  were  raised  to  mine  ; 

i^tean*  t!  o*  shone; 

8e«  'he  gleaming  burial  stone? 

ie  shall  •• 
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the  grave,  so  cold  and  1 

This  heart  for  th«-i»  n  11  heat, 

<  >h.  than  all  1 

,-,.t  — 

Tliey  '11  d  bier  ami  n<.t  tin-  l>ri<: 


I  c;  i«'d  ii 

'•   I  •  ;    love  -hall  1'ind  the 

A  life  BO  .iild  not  li»«  Krir!  :  " 

a  ilark«-i: 
i  tli»Mi   I  kiu-w  how  larm»  a  ; 

!:!'»>  \vas  thi->  ..'.-niiastci  in^r  love. 
I  clu<j'«''l  IHT  t«>  my  lu-atin^  heart, 

Aii'l  |>rayr.l  that  Gcxl  would  shii-l<l  my  > 


The  fading  year  Irft  ui  its  f 

The  radiant  horn-  «[   miith  and 

\Yh»Mi  echoinir  l"-lls,  witlj  ^lad  acclaim, 
rin^  l»v  jiroli-:. 

While  licarts  were  gay  at  festive  ti 
Death's  shadow  o\-r  my  path  \\  . 

One  cold,  cold  hand  was  laid  in  n. 
One  voice  was  l.reathin     love's  la>t  ' 


joy-bell>  i:i»d  a  knell 

O'er  one  whose  earthly  >mile  had  lied, 

Upon  \vh. 

Thai  slic  slumli 

the  !_r"lii 


POETS. 
<>f  real  to  »har«*, 

«.   htt'l   Ilia 

all ; 

The  low; 

The  radiant  MI  ...uUoami  «oftly  fall, 

\ 
Beside  the  mow-grown  i    un-1 — 

•wy  rcneii  lightly  ln»nd 
•ve  the  »»•  il  ttooe. 

irly  lo«t!  my  tn^fl  IT 

I 

Th.  iat  keeptt  my  Minted  dcmd. 

The  -  •  hair — 

I  know—and  noon 
•  y  shall  wear 


\D. 

Fair  1  '  may  \\>  -•  dear 

In  lai  -oa; 


OR] 

Onr  thoughts.  iace, 

Go  f«>rtli  |  f,,r  tli.-  race 

Who  tig!/ 
Bedinm.ed  l.y   Kiissia 

•- «»  land!   we  share  tliy  wrongs  with  thee — 
Thy  griefs  are  ours — thy  clou. Is  our  gloom  ; 

in. -IIIM ry.  like  a  im-inurr  ti 
\\ '•  <  ;  -    >  <  :    tliy  holy  ;  nl.. 

ll  of  KoHciiiskit  tell 
Ho\v  Freedom  rallied  when  In-  fell; 
And  in  his  dying  hn-ath  of  j.i.. 
Rung  out  tin-  kiK'll  of  >hivrry  t 

Ho,  gallant  ones!  with  iron  wills, 

"Who  spurn  rn-la\  cmmi  t"  tin-  « 

Stand  forth  and  claim  your  hirth -right  true — 

You  share  our  sympathies  al 

To-day  C"!umhia  in  !;• 

Stan«ls  pledged  to  thee  in  future  years, 

And  gives  to  thine  her  generou 

Mini-aimed  in  friend.shij 


\TION     A  BONNET. 

The  day  had  sunk  t«>  peaceful  n 
The  hilK  einlialmed  in  SHD\V, 

Fair  Venu.s  twinkled  in  her  sheen, 
The  .jiieen  liung  1 

The  win  ,<e; 

The  frost-kii 
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The  aUra  *• 

.ty. 

IH  sharp  Aii'l  chill, 

•••  glowed,  wit 

No  In  all  the  town, 

In  palace,  cot  or  inn. 

h  a  tap  ii,  ->or 

.;  xwain, 

.ilf-tiedgod  «1  reams, 
Rr  •  task  Again. 

Mire,  wan,  and  strangely  tin 
WboM 

ami  sorrow,  age  and  care, 

at  liiH  do 
•oka  were  white  aa  virgin  snow, 

'•••I  ami  w 

His  bt  \oice 

r..--j,  ..!;.-  tli.-  M.iM  foriora. 


;  as  he  sa. 

t  — 

floor  may  l»e  my  bed." 
"Once  1  1  . 

»r  — 

My  gold  took  wings,  my  childn 
p  a  tear.** 

indeed," 

.ilas! 
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In 

In  \;iin  thr  li.dli.'-  1,|,. 

II      iM.-l.l     »f     ills. 

That  drags  you  to  the  totnh." 


•ioth  the  a^'-d  man  <>f  cares, 

plainly  cl 
Tin-  -uin  of  human  happiness 

More  jMjual,  far,  as  I  conc< 

Than  Mind  man  •  •>timat<'s  — 

thus  that   Hravrn  is    jn<t  to  all, 
And  losses  compensates! 


"  While  you  have  ^..M.  an<l  [  hav««  none, 

Whih'  yon  have  home  and  ch<" 
And  corn  and  fruits  and  ^JIMMTS  full, 
That  n  I  id  the  year; 

•  •  <-ar<-s  hav«-  you  —  none  siu-h  hav«-  I  — 
And  ]>M—  il-ly  lu-ido, 

llious  sons  and  hauirhty  heirs  — 
Perhaps  a  prudish  bride. 

"While  yon  are  j.la^urd  hy  tlood  or  fire,    • 

Your  -hips  oVrthrown  at  sea, 
This  coin  j  joy  — 

Yon  dream,  of  nights,  of  pad  and  thieves  — 

Your  lossi-,  de»-ji  deplore, 
Thi-  th  me  — 

>re. 

••  \" 
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11  wallri  count*  alike 

•r  May. 
Conii  -r  earaa, 

11  Hrlilom  ate, 

v  — 

>IBD  ami  rait. 


I|»H  you  Uck  a  peace  that  flowa 

.ii  claiiua 

i  Mir*  !in  hope, 

tality — 
A  to*pe**iiivn  for  lifefs  woea; 


Tlli 

His  day's  iker  sat 

•o  a  bla/.i  :'ul  fu« — 

ro  f 

Hta  -  edf 

table  well  with  books  supplied ; 

.,'«!  prinr«'  ntoro  blmt  tlirtii 
In  all  the  n 

. 

. 

irnii'iuil  "ky 


:;_>s  GREEN  MO 

li'-r  bea;  Li  manly 

1 1  -w  could  !i  r  the  wars? 

Tin-  cm. -I  thought  h-.  half  Mippivs-. 

Despite  of  cr 

Hi-  — 

To  grapple  with  tin-  haughty  foe 
il  il'e. 

Nor  home,  nor  spouse  could  brook  his  zeal ; 

nee  wilt — th.-e  wilt  consent 
That  I  defend  my  country's  weal." 

-than,  my  dear,  thec  canst  but  know, 
To  thy  sweet  will  my  own  t  bow; 
To  '  love,  and  cherish,  and  obey,' 

I  pledged  the<«  in  my  marriage-row. 
'T  is  hard  to  tear  thee  from  my  love ; 
'T  is  hard  to  willingly  comply  ; 

>hare  our  home  alone, 
])ut  har.h-r.  Nathan,  to  dr. 

The  Quaker  mused — his  heart  was  stirred  ; 

He  watched  the  L'bnvin^,  Maxing  fire — 
Emblem  of  inward  flames  aglow — 

Which  every  moim-nt  mount.-,!  hi^l, 
••  Amy/'  said  he,  "  I  can  n't  abide 

The  logic  of  our  Quaker  schools ;" 
And,  list'nin<r  to  the  voio 

He  doffed,  for  once,  his  <v>uakrr  ru'' 

\t  day  he  dniinrd  the  martial  suit, 
And  mounted  ,.n  hi  teed; 

II-  -weet  ad' 


WETB.  Hi 

While  she  a  homily  did  read—- 
dear, tbee  wilt  Uke  care, 

lly  fulling  li.-tur,  *tir.  hai-.-  !  u.t!,  .--.»! 
lUoeivod,  »lu  >>ack-tiJf. 

.IH  he  placed 

Upon  her  cheek  the  parting  kits, 
-e  ne'er  shall  .ve 

lead,  §o  cowardly  u  tl. 

I  the  pair  exchanged, 
I  prayed  to  meet  a  iy  ; 

Then  daahed  the  toldier,  oat 

vife  and  hum.  the  fray. 


roedom'a  gallant  sons  ponr  out 

.tl  Mood,  in  gory  pools, 
Let  Quaker i  join  to  strike  a  blow, 

Despite  their  tm  r  schools. 

H«nc<%f'>rth.  iti  history's  golden  urn, 

due — 

<)*ak<r»  fought  for  human  rights, 
oifkkm  k**drtd  turfy  two! 


1"   '  OLO» 
Thy  i  -life's  battles  are  end* 

The  caunr 

Is  'reft  of  a  gall.t 
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1  the  tongue,  that  8O  warmly  plead  l'.>r  the  slave, 
Lies  mute  in  tin-  eell  «>f  it-  u  lone  mountain  grave." 

Strong  as  a  lion,  as  swift  as  an  eagle, 

As  dauntless  as  Ca-sar  of  old  ; 
True  to  thy  t 

Unmoved  or  unbought  by  bludgeons  or  ^ 

On  t  in  th<'  forum. 

Thy  skill  was  a  match  for  a  treacherous  host. 

When  the  dragon  of  treason  strode  from  his  lair, 
Mut'riiiL:  curses  of  vengeance,  my  country,  on 

Thy  voice  rose  aloft  on  the  tremulous  air, 
Inviting — inspiring  the  hearts  of  the  free 

To  come  to  the  rescue,  like  Briton  or  Gaul, 

And  drive  the  base  monster  back  to  the  wall. 

Thy  clarion  voice  and  silver  ti; 

red  city,  and  town,  and  mountain,  and  -Jen — 
Moved  Senates  and  States,  while  breathless  they  hunjj 

On  thy  lips,  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  m< 
The  tribute  be  thine,  of  a  nation  in  t 
Unceasing — increasing  in  measure  of  years. 

:i  courage  was  blanched,  and  coweri: 
Bound  thousand-  in  shackles  of  HP-:,  ir — 

When  each  sought  to  find,  in  t 

As  war  shook  hi-  lo.-ks.  all  1:0  ry  and  drear — 
While  all  were  appalled  and  standing  a<_ 
Thy  words  cheere  i  >n  the  b!  i 

A|  thi  .  !:"1  dun, 

Thrc.r  ;in  and  -1  'iee — 


•   .  J 


When  fear  stalk'd  A  spectre  in  every 

.if.  from  mountain  to  MA— 
hreeM  thy  banner  unfurled, 
De6n  arras  by  a  wo: 

!i  foul  ha  i«>n,  defiant  and  bold, 

the  altar*  of  Fre«  Law— 

anuMiaU  ami  f<>rt  IH  and  g- 

•y  hid  ravenous  maw  ; 
life  dear,  bat  rejecting  tkt  I 
.1  to  the  conflict,  to  COIKJU. 

Tb  well  said  by  one,  that  'tit  not  all  of  life 

_rh  one  liven  hU  three  score  and 
That  life  U  the  longest,  when  leagned  in  the  strife 
W      h  strikes  down  the  blackest  and  basest  of 

.»u  toll  in  thy  prime,  bereft  of  thy  yean, 

:MI  thy  litV  l'inur%  and  embalm  it  in  lean, 

As  Langdon,  and  Lawrence,  and  Warren  of  yore, 
live  in  thfir  deeds,  persuasive,  sublime, 
-  true  valor,  as  never  before  — 

to  freedom,  in  all  coming  time; 
th  thee  shall  it  pr  i  appear, 

Tkotgk  4*4  y*  (Mou  ,p«fa»t—  though  90*4,  tk>*  *rt  kri  f 


hant  thy  funeral  dirge, 
ti  stirf,  chime  thy  requiem  too; 
thy  name  live  in  sun?  t<>  timoV  fartherest  verge, 

thy  deeds  and  thy  fame  be  mirrored  to  \ 
As  an  nrat'T.  italMMB,  !.••:  I    HU)  i  th.-i 
As  a  friend  to  the  poor—  crown  jewel  of 
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THE  REAPER. 

Yon  moves  a  Reaper,  both  merry  and  blithe — 
And  all  who  may  stand  in  the  swing  of  his  scythe 
Must  yield  to  his  stroke  ;   what  matters  to  him 

\Yhether  youthful  and  strong,  or  haggard  and 

The  number  that  fall  by  his  sickle,  each  day, 
Is  one  every  second,  rut  down  on  the  way; 
'T  is  vain  to  dispute  the  Reaper's  domain, 
Or  challenge  his  right  to  gather  the  grain. 

How  vain  the  attempt  to  parry  his  blows  ! 
He  gathers  his  sheaves  wherever  he  ^ 
He  garners  the  young,  he  reaps  down  the  old, 
For  he  halts  not,  nor  sleeps — the  Reaper  bold, 

Insane  is  the  man — intolerant  and  rude, 
Who  defies  the  strong  Reaper  his  home  to  intrude  ; 
For  his  weapons  are  keen,  all  sharp  for  the  fray, 
And  his  Argus  eyes  sleep  not  by  night  nor  by  day. 

The  ends  of  the  earth,  only,  bound  his  domain ; 
He  garners  his  sheaves  from  all  kinds  of  grain; 
The  prince  and  the  monarch,  the  peasant  and  1 
Are  subject,  alike,  to  his  merciless  swing. 

Behind  covert  and  screen  stalks  this  Reaper  of  old, 
Unbribed  and  unbought  by  beauty  or  Lr<»ld; 
Finn  is  his  mandate,  and  stern  his  decrees, 
Intent  upon  reaping  hi-  h  >  heaves. 

Though  the  Reaper  may  deal  with  a  pitiless  hand, 
And  carry  his  conquest  through  every  land — 
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Though  he  teat  i  eaves,  hrcudont,  0*6T  UM  plain, 


TO  A  TEAR. 

\Vhat  .  i**ioii,  so  urgently  pressM, 

(»lt.  t.  .1;  '    s.-ut  :•:::.  '   .    tint  il.r..l,!.mg  brWtft* 

Dost  t  «•  to  adorn  that  angel  faoe, 

••w-Urop  come*,  the  morn  to  grace? 

•t  thou  srrking  to  afford  relief 
To  a  IMMI  t  that'*  Miring  with  keenest  grief? 

i  tales  t<>  o  aching  heart  — 


!  one«  snatched  away, 
-ome  sorrowful  scene  of  yenterday  ; 
What  -i  :.-s.  what  Rorrows,  what  sore  unrest, 
In  the  sombre  depths  of  that  silent  breast  ? 

It  were  vain  to  ask,  as  thou  seemest  deaf, 
Of  losses  or  sorrows,  of  pain  or  *r 
It  wore  vain  to  *<>.  jwarly  face, 

Some  tale  of  the  sorrowful  past  to  trace  ; 
Thou  art  rising  high,  thou  art  guahing  fi 
How  vain  are  the  questions  we  ask  of  thee. 


is  noble,  divii 
A  face  tha  ver  be  mine; 

My  tears  let  them  tiow  :•  v  bed, 

An. I  Craves  of  my  kindred,  dead ; 

tearless  shore, 
all  who  reach  it  shall  tctep  no  mor*. 
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MRS.  L.  M.  ROBWN8, 

OP  DERBY  CENTER. 

Mm.  Bobbin*  baa  writteo  frequently  under  the  signature  of  "  Nora  N..rt  t. 

A  LETTEI; 

1M<1  you  call  me,  darling  Rosa? 

1  thought  I  licanl  your  voice, 
Ami  its  echo,  bounding  towards  me 

Makes  my  loving  In-art  rejoice. 
It  said,  "  Come  home,  dear  auntie, 

For  I  miss  your  cheery  smile, 
And  I  can't  be  good  without  you, 

Though  I  try  to,  all  the  while/1 
!,  I  'm  coming  soon,  at  longest; 

But  I  'in  rusticating  fast, 
In  this  quiet  little  valley, 

Where  I  safe  arrived,  at  last. 
All  I  lack  is  your  dear  presence  — 

For  I  have  i  :  \  fears  : 

Here  all  nature  smiles  with 

And  the  shade  trees  drop  sweet  teai 
And  were  my  coffers  full  enough 

Of  gold  and  i 
I  'd  lay  them  at  the  owner'-  feet, 

And  call  this  sj.ot  my  • 
And  here,  in  this  sweet  (piioti; 

Away  from  i  strife, 

read,  and  write,  and  nn-dit. 

.1  hapi'iri 
The  scenery  is  delightful 
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I 
10  eye—*  placid  sheet 

Jusi  HI  yon  graveyard'*  base; 

ttrene, 
li  calm,  unruffled  face. 

tbtr 
,«•••  gone  before;" 

whisper 

Wafted  Ashore," 

Say  •  t  we  come  to  greet  you— 

we  lire  and  love  you  still ; 
we  beg  yon  gire  us  welcome- 
ill  your  nouU  with  gladnea*  fill. 
to  day  of  sacred  q<: 

I  *,  I,  at  home,  dear, 

So  near  a  city  inn. 

i—  for  reason 
own  to  my  own  self; 

So. 

news  from  fashion's  sh 
No,  1  till  to-morrow 

itil.la  wore— 
.net 

\\  i-ofore — 

: libs'  man 
;««w  and  gay, 

14  made — or  came  from  Boston 
By  express— the  «>• 

what  a  Parson  §a 
:io  one  can  forget,) 
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Is  true;  that  "  Miller  was  a  fooP 
Because  this  earth  stands 

then,  at  intnnii-iui), 
While  all  pass  out,  so  M 
ill  fail  to  hear  it  mentioned 

f  much  sugar  Jack  has  made; 
And  hmv  much  saj.  is  wasting — 
And  how  heathenish 

"ii  Sunday  : 

(  P.y  some  *<,lnn)it'l,ttlhi  j.lii/.) 
Nor  how  much  "Uncle  Moneylove" 

H, i  >  got  for  his  black  colt: 
Nor  how  much  that  nice  sleigh  cost, 

Pat  bought  of  Mister  Holt. 
All  this— and  more  intelligence 

I  'm  losing  dear,  to-day, 
By  resting  in  my  easy  chair, 
While  thus  from  church  I  stay. 

But  I  can  wait  with  patience 

For  soon  the  news  will  spread; 
And  I  '11  sit  and  read  of  One  who  "had 

t  where  to  lay  His  head," 
How,  when  the  Synagogues  were  full 

Of  worshipers,  as  now, 
He  walked  abroad,  healing  the  sick, 

With  sweat  upon  hi>  ),n,\\ •; 
Allowing  e'en  His  followers 
To  pluck  the  ears  of  com  ; 
Calling  those—'-  \Vhited  sepulchers," 

Who  treated  Him  with  scorn  : 
And  w.  . usalem 

how  few 
True  worshipers  of  God  were  there 
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y  view. 

liow  very  far 
All  fail  t<>  iiniUte 
The  :  ui.l  example 

drawelh  very  tu-nr  l.»  all 

Who  h.  , 

•  -.  «.r  in  tin-  !»•• 

heart — the  motive  of  our  art*— 

<*> 
All  -all  will  be  revea 


A  IJ.i  n.i; 

To  MM  Eou  L .  MABCM  an.  IM». 

Yes,  I  Ml  \\rito  to  yon  often,  Dear  Hot*, 
1  yon  the  news  of  the  «1 
.•me.  nj-  aiuon^r  the  lireen  Mountains, 
••  you  iii  • 
1  know,  V  pleasure*! 

; ue  to  you  longing*  for  foot*, 
Aii'!,  \M-arv  ..("  -plemliil  Kiirrouiit lings, 

•  t  <*n  to  come. 

-|>ect,  by  the  tone  of  your*,  weekly, 
That  time  in  appr 

ill  answer  some  que*ti« 
Contain* 

!  post  you  on  f*ci*  and  on  f*»tit+— 
h  as  btrtkt,  deaths  and  weldings,  U  It; 
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Now  tell  what   ha;  MIO — 

Such  a- 

!«>ver  I  hail  when 
Became — he  loved  drink  that  U  stronger 

Tl.;i  !^rock  Motet  cleft. 

to  a  straggle  an  1  ! 

!      i  never — no.  never  f..p 

.  wliidi  was  prompted  by  duty, 

I  ne'er  shall  have  can  ret. 

A  long  year  ha*  pa**«-d — an  1  the  wine-cup 

II.-  awfc  an-1  /"  v*  better  tha:i  in.-: 
A n.l.  to-day  I  have  heard,  he  leaves  "Mono," 

To  sail  o'er  the  "deep  heaving  sea," 
To  squander  his  fortune,  in  roaming 

Old  Europe's  fam« •<!  •  -iti.-s  to  see;  • 

An.)  .Irink.  t<.  his  fill,  of  the  ^rape-juice; 

Perhaps,  now  and  then  think  of  me. 

\Vell  — I  'in  Mire  I  shan't  enter  a  convent, 

weep  till  my  vi>i->n  is  dim  ; 
But  there  's  one  thing  I  'Ii  d«>,  while  I  tarry — 

I  '11  never  cease  pni'iin;/ fnr  him; 
That  hi*  >niil,  which  was  ..nee  pure  and  noble, 

With  talents  surpassingly  bright, 
May  be  snatched  fmni  the  grasp  of  "The  Demon," 

To  labor  for  Truth  and  for  liijrht. 
I  'in  still  at  my  post,  as  you  left  me ; 

/  love  it,  and  wish  not  for  change — 
The  Father  of  blessings  will  jniide  me 

Through  • 
Thfti  th<-  whys  and  the  when  -fores,  now 

Will  all  be  so  clearly  reveale*!. 


I  Khali  rev*!  in  gladnc**. 

blessing*  note  darkly  concealed. 

inkneat, 
Mil  lingers  al> 

-  aliases  "Mr./ 

young  men  mill  visit  the  placet 
\V  -10001  Hcrpont  lies  i 

;tdy  to  Mnre  them, 
By  -de  poisonous  1 

Good  Templar*  art*  to  aare  them 

i  a  will  that  in  ch<  nee; 

May  Heaven  itiill  Miiilc  on  their  effort*, 
•onion  "  are  free. 

I  can  not — I  will  not  write  gossip— 

page  is  too  pure  and  too  white 
To  be  §tai:  ,  ing 

ni^'lit. 

ith,  a  part  go  to  in 
\\iiileHomoi  at  home; 

•TV — which  serves  most  his  Maker, 

.  come? 

But  r — what  *H  «Mwf  for  MM  broil 

May  poisonous  prove  t 

••i  lead  not  in  one  chair 
,'h  all  in  one  nr-tivc  may  blend. 
An  old  fa  thinned  winter  of  snow  storms, 
i  change*, 

rs  busy 
••  high  and  low  game. 

.ind  foul  weather, 
sports  have  not  waned  in  the  least; 
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But  .is  I  Ve  oft  lieanl  repeated, 

Amusements  have  greatly  increased 
In  this  ,,:  illage  of  "Mono," 

ixty-nine  dawned  with  ^<><,d  .  h.  , 
1  a  mighty  mite-gathering,  weekly, 

Makes  country  sports  lively  up  here. 
Last  and  best  for  the  cheer  of  all  ages — 

From  one  year  to  seventy-five, 
The  boys  formed  a  "  Club  "  called  "  Dramatic," 

And  the  hall  seemed  a  perfect  bee-h 
Five  evenings  they  played  to  amuse  us — 
fjirls  acting  well,  each,  their  play — 

id  the  audience  seemed  ijuite  drli^litr  1, 

And  hope  at  some  fortunate  day, 
They  '11  again  try  their  skill  at  "  Dramatics," 

And  help  us  drive  dull  care  away. 
Now,  the  "stars"  shine  so  brightly  about  us, 

The  «  Moon  "  is  not  needed  at  all. 
Come  home!  darling  }{"•*•• — /  can  '/  "///>  if— 

Come  home  !  e'er  the  summer  leaves  fall. 
Farewell,  Rosa  dear,  and  write  oft. 

And  tell  me,  as  ever  of  yore, 
Of  your  loves,  and  your  hopes,  and  your  conflicts. 

Good  night ! — some  one  raps  at  my  door. 
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TO  -  .ill 


The  .otH.,r  of  ihr  MI.,  w  |B<  to  ••kaoww.    TW  tor^Hac  iMtar  •*•  printed  la  ib« 
•  pert  Rxprw*.  »a4  ih«  fcltowtag  poMi  VM  •»•(  to  tlM  MUM  p.pr  !•  rvfrf / 

I  tee  that,  in  your  last  effusion, 
m«ko  quite  A  neat  allusion 
To  your  lov.  s«y  you  give  him 

Because  he  loved  the  tempting  cap. 

Now,  dear  "  v>  »  you  really  think 

\\  inch  a  duty  you  onght  to  shrink  ? 
JT«  it  true,  and  well,  and  good, 
To  leave  him  in  the  downward  road  ? 

I  know  that  caution  says  "  Beware 

••  knows  the  serpent  's  lingering  there— 
ra,"  what  nobler  1 

Than  to  help  him  in  it^  trials  anil  its  strife? 

_rive  me,  sweet  singer  of  the  North, 
Most  truly  [  esteem  thy  noble  wort 
Be  always  aa  true,  as  noble  as  now, 

unfading  laurels  will  wreathe  thy  brow. 

Aa  months  and  years  will   rapidly  roll — 
He  satis! 

I  from  that  fount  be  drawn, 
••n  longer  aid  sweeter  thy  song. 

ni. 


A  LETTER  TO  ••  RUTH." 

1  you  have  lat  i  me,  l!u; 

I  heard  \  :  i..ning  voice, 

ive  looked  y<uir  o^n-iies  in  the  face, 

l.iit  can't  regret  my  choice 
To  walk  in  single  !• 

How'er  my  path  he  spread — 
With  flowers,  or  thorns,  or  poverty, 

Rather  than  ever  w» ••! 
With  one  of  God's  own  im.i 

Win.   loves    tllC    t.MMj.tillir    IHJW!, 

Or  will  not  manfully  exert 

His  influence  to  control 
The  curse — the  sin— the  shame — the  scourge 

That  steeps  our  land  in  woe; 

Has  crushed  the  hopes  of  th  -.vlio 

Have  perished  long  OL 
Made  brutes  of  men,  who  tni^ht  have  stood 

Within  our  "  Halls  of  State;" 
E'en  now  its  curse  is  resting  there, 

Among  the  elected  great. 
You  know  it,  Ruth— it  needeth  not 

My  pencil  to  portray 

ravages  that  rum  has  made — 

Is  making  every  day. 

know,  too,  where  the  sin  most  lies; 

Dark  at  the  vender's  door ; 
Till  God  forgive  him.  man  oucrht  not; 

Hi-  11  |1()or  ! 

If  yon  will  meet  me,  some  fair  « 

Upon  the  village  green, 


14  ; 

•iff  rye*  have  - 

.fart 

>**rat«  drink*  w. 
•couplet  A  oon  !  — 

Bleeps  among  the  dead. 
Two  i.  with    hamc 

>  name  it  HpokeD, 

And  weep  above  \\  -  grave, 

ken; 

her  graa*y  in- 
:  eyes,  to  Heaven 

lie  bade  them  pray— 

1         *  hot  OH*  of  thoasands  like; 
th,  in  caii.l«.r, 
work  could  ilo— 

Than  ^iv«»  m\ 

up  a  8acr 
I 

^ooner  far  than  wi»d  a  man 
\V1><>  -ij-nat  Ilacchtti' fountains, 
I  Ml  toarh  tin-  Mos-,,.,1  t-|uM: 

M  venlant  mountains, 
To  glum  th«-  i-vil — love  the  ^ocxi — 

t!  waters; 
Make  active  "  Sons  of  Tempera!. 

u»rn. 

•          «*  ••*** 

I  Ve  to  foigive  you,  Kuth  : 
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Your  tribute  I  will  cherish 
AB  coming  from  a  heart  which  would 

That  none  by  rum  should  perish. 
OF  duty  may  (for  aiiLfht  I  know.) 

Be  for  one  soul  to  labor ; 
'  God  bless  you,  Rutb — lighten  your  way 

I  '11  be  your  helping  neighbor. 
I  Ml  strive  to  lift  the  fallen  up— 

To  cheer  the  weary  hearted  — 
Scatter,  broadcast,  a  few  small  seeds, 

To  bloom  when  I  Ve  departed. 
If  sown  in  faith,  the  dews  of  Heaven 

Will  cause  them  to  mature — 
And  angel  fingers  pluck  the  weeds, 

And  make  th<>  blossoms  pure. 
Nor  you — nor  I,  will  swell  town  votes, 

But  in  our  sphere  prove  true — 
[p  swell  the  buds  of  purity, 

Like  evening's  noiseless  dew. 
Ami  when  unfettered:  all  unseen — 

Unheard — but  not  unheeded, 
Commissioned  for  a  brighter  sphere, 

\V«-  '11  labor  where  most  needed. 
Boundary,  May  18,  1869. 
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an  Jcmro,  or  MM 

PLTMO1  i 

Now  lorn  your  eyes  to  Plymouth  Rock — 
See,  \i  tore,  a  little  flock. 

It  wai  a  ooM  December  day, 
The  Mayflower  did  at  anchor  lay, 

i  ai»e  and  prayer, 
See  men  and  matrons  gathered  there, 

home*  on  England*!  shore, 
And  fearless  passed  the  waters  <> 

-eek  a  home 
ant's  foot  shall  never  come. 

In  fancy  with  thorn,  take  your  stand 
Upoi  :ik  and  *t  1  — 

See  the  dark  forest  proudly  rise, 

i  turn  your  eyes. 

roujrh  the  nij»ht.  the  wolf  doth  howl, 
And  i  furious  growl ; 

panther  wildly  springs, 
•op  rings. 

These  men  heed  n-  .at  blow, 

They  heed  not,  now,  the  falling  snow, 
viM  an-1  friendless  shore, 
Where  w  Is  now  ceaseless  roar, 

They  seek  a  home  where,  evermore, 
They  i  adore. 

Before  that  small  and  fearless  tm 
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The  pathless  forests  darkly  stai> 

:n  day  to  d 

Tii'-  uss  fast  away. 

dwell  in:.                                     •        wood 
In  all  its  ancient  tjrnii-l'  nr  st i, 

•'en  tin-  lied  Man  can 

•1—  see  cities  rise, 

Where,  late,  we  saw  the  birch  canoe, 

!  fountain-  meet  i«ur  view; 
Where,  late,  the  lied  Man  rha>ed  the  <l> 
A  •  lowing  h  <  ar. 

The  hil!  .  tlic  \\..l\cs  ,li,l  1<, 

iii»w  arc  white  with  ll  n'ep: 

!  where  tin*  Indian  sought  liis  prey, 

-,ay  : 

1  \vhnv  tin-  I  .ay, 

A  powerful  nation  .Uvells,  to-day. 

What  rl.-an-il  tii"  fields  and  iai><-d  the  L' : 
What  built  tin-  ritirs  of  the  plain  ? 
What  leveled  down  the  mount.: 
And  brid<_r«'d  the  rivers  swift  nnd  wi 
The  factorii-s  built,  the  loom  to  speed  '' 
Chained  to  the  car  the  imn  -te«-d  ;•' 
Called  down  the  1  :V-ni  the  sky, 

And  hade  it  on  our  errands  fly  '". 


M(>: 

See  yon  bean,  no  trim  a 

Preated  to  nlick  and  -m«  IU  *o  sweet 

Fill  t  o'er  be  goea. 

.in.l  Hfitrrh  hi 
H  pocketa  may  be  found — 
•secret  k<-- 

ye  f^odi  t 

In  tli. mo  pock- 

«:»uty*i  eye : 

uit  far, 
loved  cigar, 

With  ri^ar>  a  I  lay 

CanU  to  paa§  the  time  away ; 

With  pistol*  and  a  bowie  kni 

Lett  i  i  in  strife. 

There  arc 

Wealth  he  aquandere  not  away, 
.u.l  debt*  to  pay — 

il  the  tlu^ 

i  with  bran*; 
ii£8  and  chains— 
-ice  of  braint. 
i  how  sleek  bis  hair — 
Black  the  booU  be  deigns  to  wear. 
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Graceful  tied  is  his  cravat — 

Lnt  hi-  hat. 

On  his  lip  tli.-  monstache  curls — 

Rweet  1.  on  nil  tin-  «jirl*  : 

h  what  grace  he  wields  a  fan — 
Is  not  he  a  lady's  mm 
When  he  walks  the  streets  in  j 
Honest  i 

Worth  Mid  talent  can   t  c.'mpare 
With  scent  of  musk,  and  curled  hair. 

By  him  see  yon  lovely  belle, 

Bound  as  hy  a  magic  spell ; 

See  her  bosom  heave  with  pride. 

As  sin1  lingers  by  liN  side-: 

She  may  well  deserve  his  care — 

From  the  barber's  came  the  hair 

Which  doth  deck  her  lovely  h- 

And  graceful  o'er  her  shoulders  spread. 

The  rosy  cheek,  the  neck  of  snow, 

Paris  shops  on  her  be-- 

And  th-.se  teeth,  so  pure  and  white, 

(living  to  the  eye  delight, 

Which  BO  well  the  iii'-nth  do  fill, 

Owe  their  charm  il  skill. 

And  that  butt,  divinely  fair — 

Ifl  might  be  proud  to  wear, 
When  encircled  by  his  arms — 
Owes  to  cotton  all  its  chan 
See,  as  arm  in  arm  they  go, 
Do  n't  they  make  a  goodly  shn 
As  they  mingle  in  the  cmud, 


None  like  them  appear  to  pr 
i..u.|  all  say 
I  no  fair  a 

' 

MI — 

-ml  has  ever  done, 
••wing*  follow  who  .«ad, 

i  Hilary  fed; 

The  only  bliw  that  th.-y  pomes* 
Is  sensual  pleasure,  |K>m|>  ami  «lress. 
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The  wife,  who  wonM  h»«r  husband  constant  ru 

.M  lu-vtT  tell  him  he  's  a  knave  or  fool : 
If  In-  <1«-  xvishes  H: 

!,  call  him  Turk  or  bn. 
Iks  and  M 
She  *'•  I  Hcold,  an  i  it 

1  ami  wcakf 

constant  10  toys  they  seek. 

- 

Tntil  t!i«-  I  '-cam  has  passed  away; 

An<l  i  oartli.  tln»  ni^ht  lu>r  watch  doth  keep, 

M  lull  hin. 

ast, 

csn  stand  so  strong  a  t 
ill  always 

1  soon  he  dead. 
If  jars  there  are,  in  matrimonial 
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nature  guidr  you  in  iU  storms  m. 

ill-Is  grow  fierce,  and  darkness  veils  the 

••r  roars,  and  l'«»lN  of  lightning  fly; 
'rim:;  the  storm,  't  will  <|nk-klv  pass  n 

L<  e  without  a  in  tin 

by  the  storm  on  valley,  hill  or  plain. 

you  dress,  or  bonnet  gay, 
aps  he  has  not  cash  for  tin  in  to  pay; 

.  if   w..rthy  of  the  nan,- 
;ild  ne'er  engage  in  matrimonial  strife  — 
Make  him  the  debtor's  galling  collar  wear, 

iat  silks  and  jewels  you  may  proudly 
And.  v.hile  yon  sport  <ray  :  through  the  street, 

Cause  him  to  toil,  the  great  expense  to  D 
But  if  he  's  able,  and  your  wants  wont  hear, 
This  secret  let  me  whisper  in  your  ear; 
Which,  like  the  magic  word  in  eastern  tale, 

ope  all  places  ne'er  was  known  to  fail  : 
'T  will  calm  all  strife  and  <juiet  every  jar, 

;iove  all  locks  and  every  bolt  unbar, 
And  from  the  mi-<  T  draw  his  Lr<»ld  away, 

1  change  the  night  of  di>rord  to  clear  day  : 
Be  kind  and  gentle  in  your  humble  home  — 
Your  husband  meet  with  smiles,  when  he  doth  come 
>m  store  and  shop,  when-  he  the  weary  day, 
onstant  toil,  the  h  ;.as>ed  away; 

And  make  him  happy  —  n-  nor  scold  — 

One  smile  and  ki>s  will  draw  from  him  more  gold 
Than  constant  fretting,  while  the  day  i-  hii^ht, 
.  "Caudle  lect  •  iiK.nuh  i  : 


:,l 


»  HI  -I 

you  will 

veil ; 
•us  boon, 
one  honeymo 

to  win  a  wife 
To  Mil  \v 

rove 
That 

her*  was  law  to  v 
all  »he  a»ked  you  low 

life; 

And  \\ln-ji4ln-  in. i  .-  your  wife, 

.'.•I  not  call  the  courting  done, 

•u  have  « 
Soon 

t  change  tow  a 

each  eve  should  stay, 
An«  I  :  tavern  keep  av 

make  h<  iy. 

t  and  worn, 
1  find  t)mt  trouble  soon  in  born. 

store  or  grocery  ily, 

.  all  alone,  to  bear 

The  bnrden  you  ought  then  to  share. 
On  w.i  fret, 

ba 

uk  /•'.-•,  uli.  n  Khe  'i»  no  t*a; 
-.  are  neat. 
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When  she  has  n.  .>ad. 

No  i  she  catches  you 

The  fond  embrace  that  N  her 
If  clouds  grow  dark,  and  lightnings  fly, 
is  the  angry  sky — 

win. Is  arise  that  i  '.ill, 

And  rain.  fall. 

you  would  wife  ami  ehiMren  bless, 
M.i!,"  home  your  place  of  ha|< 
Forsake  the  tavern's  noi^e  an<l  .lin  ; 
1  -Mee  from  each  place  of  vice  and  sin. 
Tin'  LT'iniUer's  den  you  inu-t  forsake, 
The  chains  of  every  siren  hreak — 
Cast  from  your  lips  the  flowing  r.owl, 
That  wastes  your  w.-alth.  anil  «lr«»wn8  your  sonl ; 
An<l  fr'ijral,  temp' 

To  all  yonr  business  constant  sc«- — 
Consult  your  wife  in  all  you  do, 

at-  who  is  a  frini'l  to  you; 
Watc-h  o'er  your  children,  day  by  day, 
From  virtues  paths  they  mu>t  not  stray; 
Expend  for  books  an  equal  sum 
r  neighbors  do  for  /////  ami  / 
i  you  will,  then,  around  you  see 
AloviiiLr,  virtuous  family: 
Your  wealth  will  then,  each  day,  increase, 
And  you  will  always  dwell  in  peace. 


' .    • '       ' .     '    • , 


l\vn\l!< 

Mtrta  or  l>4ftr«»tT«  OOUMI  TO  M*  Gnma*.  Jet?.  IMS. 


Come  home  to  yonr  Mother,  ray  *  » 

iimonsyou  all,  in 

Coma  home  my  dear  aons,  't  is  my  hundredth  birth-day, 
Let  no  one  remain  from  my  maniion  away, 
v  old  olaatio  hall*,  my  tablet  you 

:-  both  body  and  ii. 

Come,  gather  around  the  Old  Homestead,  once  more, 
Where  deeply  ye  drank  of  her  classical  lore. 
Though  a  1  long  yean  y  ith  Men, 

t  aa  gay  and  a*  fair  aa  a  girl  of  sixteen ; 
e  not  a  wrinkle,  or  sign  of  decay — 
it,  and  her  voice  is  aa  gay, 
Aa  when,  in  her  y«>uth,  at  her  altar  all  swore, 
None  fairer  or  nobler  the  earth  ever  bore. 
Gome  home  to  you  i  mountain  and  plain  ; 

1  >regon  greet  here  :ie; 

Gome  home  all  sea, 

Come  all  that  now  live,  on  my  birth-day,  to  me; 

;ir  presence,  the  <  >U  Homestead  gay, 

-  one  hundredth  birth-day. 
.ie«-  with  tin-  living— 1  i»  most  weep 

••rs,  who  now  in  their  graves  are  asfoep; 

tie  years  t  :th 

uy  sona  are  asleep  'iioath  ti.  :   the  earth 

many,  each  year,  of  the  noble  and  brave, 
iH&ing  fr«  '-t  in  the  grave: 


l    n.  fcuno^l  Jwin.  of  MI-Mlcbor, ,  who  Rr«tn»l*i  !•  1WO,  b  UM  okWl 

l-r.tr  ,.J    |..,:l:u    Mfe  ,      ;..     • 
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Then,  come  to  yonr  Mother,  my  sons  widely  spread, 
To  rejoice  with  tin-  living  and  weep  for  the  dead. 


LINES. 

On  th*  dMth  of  Edward  Dl Hi  ogham,  Major  of  the  10th  Regiment  of  M.  ' 
Uera,  who  WM  kill.-,|  «t    t),.-  limtl.   «,..,.  \\  n,.  hi-tter,  Virginia,  while  gallantly 
leading  hU  Regiment  on  the  field. 

He  fell,  as  a  soldier  should  fall, 

At  the  head  of  his  own  gallant  band ; 

He  died  as  a  soldier  should 

In  defence  of  his  own  native  land. 

He  fell  'mid  the  battle's  lond  roar, 

Where  the  Stars  and  the  Strides  proud  did  fly, 
Hi*  lift-  t-i  liis  country  he  gave — 

"  'T  is  sweet  for  one's  country  to  die." 

He  fell  in  the  spring  time  of  life, 

His  country  from  traitors  to  save ; 
While  the  bngle,  the  drum  and  the  fife 

Fired  the  hearts  of  the  true  and  the  brave. 

He  died  while  the  victor's  shout 

Rang  clear  on  the  mountain  air, 
While  the  foe,  in  disordered  rout, 

Were  flying  in  wildest  despair. 

Vermont  the  proud  n-cord  shall  m:i! 

And  add  to  her  long  roll  of  fame ; 
With  her  Aliens,  and  Warrens  she  '11  place 

Y«»ung  Dillingham's  ^lorinus  nann-. 
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or  r*mo». 

<    11 

v  heart  is  full  of  sadneat, 

•  alone,  to-ni-ht, 
Gloaming  over  memory's  pages, 

Traced  in  shadow  and  in  1; 
Backward,  now,  my  spirit  glances 

aisle  of  years— 
H  of  sorrow  an  :  ueaa, 

To  my  childhood'*  joys  and  tears. 

0,  '  n  days  <•:  »1, 

When  the  days  were  bright  and  long ; 

the  dim  old  forest  echoed 
\Yith  our  blithesome  laugh  and  song. 

leaf  and  • 
Mer;  .,  passed  the  evenings, 

knee— 

I  tales  and  legends — 
>ng  ago, 

-n  onr  grandsire  sought  the  forest, 
Helped  to  lay  the  tree-kings  low. 
O,  those  nights  were  never  lon< 
>se  days  were  never  long; 
•ur  hearts  were  full  of  gladness, 
lips  were  full  of  sot 
change*  time  hath  brought  us 
vears  of  long  ago ; 


:r>r>  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POETS. 

O,  the  change*  care  hath  wronght  as 
On  the  lip,  the  heart,  the  brow. 

Change  on  all — O  did  we  ever, 

those  days,  so  bright  and  long, 

Dream  that  care  could  prett  to  heavy, 
Or  Time's  fingers  were  to  strong  f 

Dreamed  we,  then,  that  threads  of  silver 
Soon  should  gleam  in  onr  .lark 

of  brows,  so  fresh  and  ro*y, 
Written  o'er  with  thought  and  care  ? 

Nay,  we  knew  not— nay,  w<  1  not, 

Life  was  but  a  gala-day, 

As  hope  led  us  gaily  onward, 
Strewing  flowerets  all  the  way. 

Hut  the  flowers  grew  pale  and  withered, 
Ere  life's  morning  reached  its  noon, 

And  the  thorns  that  hid  beneath  them 
Pierced  and  wounded  all  too  soon. 

i  the  clouds  grew  black  and  heavy — 
Soon  the  storm  hurst  o'er  our  way — 

Ali  !   experience,  sad,  hath  taught  us 
Life  is  not  a  // 

O,  the  lonely  hours  of  darkness, 
0,  the  weary  nights  of  pain  : 

O,  the  hitter,  hittir  partings, 
That  the  ml  hear  again. 

Some  ha  1  beyond  "  the  river" — 

Passed  beyond  our  yearning  siyht ; 

Though  we  call,  no  voice  e'er  answers 
From  that  glorious  realm  of  li^lit. 

me  whose  »m  us, 

I  we  meet  them  h-  >re  ; 

• 
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iuy  used  to  do  of  yore. 

iru  grow  bettor,  stronger, 
As  \v  Move; 

-  way  war 

fnly  Father, 
t  **•«•  we  nuiNt  come ; 
ring  us  safely,  nurely 
Through  Time'*  change*  to  oar  home. 
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and  the  darkness 
K|*  above  the  tented  field, 
Like  a  somber  cloud  of  sable, 

Sare  where  here  and  there  revealed, 
By  th«>  camp  tire's  flickei  mer, 

is  like  sheeted  ghosts, 
silent  so  • 
Guarding  wearily  his  post 

Down  beside  yon  gl  amp  fire, 

Rests  a  weary  soldier  now  ; 
th  his  head  a  knapsack  pillow, 

d  a  noble  brow, 
Shaded  by  soft  curls  of  . 

Tossing  in  the  breeze  the  while — 

Mark  ye  there  that  happy  smile ! 

lie's  dreaming — sweetly  dreaming — 


OR: 


Where  fond  hearts  have  watched  and  I 

Wearily,  for  him  to  com.-. 
Once  again  he  nears  the  cottage, 

Nestled  down  beneath  the  : 
Pausing  on  that  well-known  threshold, 

How  his  inmott  being  thrills ! 

Rosy  lips  his  own  are  pressing, 

And  his  arms  a  burthen  hold, 
Dtarorfar,  than  rich,  st  tn-a>uref 

That  Golconda's  mines  unfold; 
Ami  lie  hears  the  gentle  patter, 

Of  the  little  dimpled  feet- 
Tones  like  notes  of  richest  music, 

Dearer,  and  to  him  more  sweet. 
Soft,  white  arms  his  neck  entwining, 

Baby  kisses  meet  his  own — 
Tell  me,  on  a  scene  that  's  fairer 

Hath  the  sunlight  ever  shone  ? 

Hark!  what  means  the  drum's  1  .u  1  1. eating, 

Hoix-men  flashing  to  and  fro? 
Ah  !  they  Ve  driven  in  onr  pickets! 

Ann  ye,  quick  !   to  meet  the  foe! 
Up  he  springs — the  dreaming  sol' 

And  with  bayonet  ^leaminir  bright, 
In  the  morniiiL.  My  L'limn. 

Hurrying  eager  to  the  ti^ht. 

When  the  sun  rose  in  its  splendor, 

Ushering  in  anotl 
Close  beside  a  rippling  hro.«! 

Calmly,  now,  that  sol.lier  lay. 
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And  the  gory,  •odde*  ground 

blood,  slowly  ebbing 
•p  «nd  ghastly  wound. 

14  Nearer,  comrade  !  I  am  dy . 

And  while  I  have  strength  to  tell, 
I  would  sfii-1  a  last  fund  message 

iie  ones  I  love  to  well : 
Scarce,  three  hoars  ago,  while  dreaming, 

I  was  in  that  >me, 

And  sweet  loving  eyes  were  weeping 

Tears  of  joy  that  I  had 


41  Vainly  will  they  watch  my  coming, 

Vainly  list  my  fooUtep  near — 
>*•/•**  W*  will  be  broken, 

When  the  tidings  they  shall  hear : 
Bear  to  ker  this  little  token, 

Tell  her  that  it  ever  lay 
Close  beside  this  heart's  warm  beating — 

Cat  ene  little  curl  away  ; 

11  For  she  used  to  lore  to  twine  them, 
And  to  praise  their  glossy  hue — 

'Aw  littb  on/f  the  only 
That  shall  ever  meet  her  view. 

i  that  we  charged  them  bravely, 
it  I  fell  with/<KWto/w— 
Heaven  awaits  the  true  and  faithful, 
And  in  joyful  peace  I  go.*' 

Manly  tears  fell  as  they  laid 
In  that  lonely,  distant  gra 
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•re  no  tem  ;.  <1  loved  one 

all  lave. 

I  as  calm  and  sweetly, 
Ii«  edless  of  earth 'H  din  and  strife — 
.  He  who  yields  his  life  to  duty 

Gains  Heaven's  holier,  better  life. 


MAI:  vi  \  D.  BI8BM 
Or  Spwsr.ruLD— A  GRADCATI  or  DARTMOUTH  COLLBOE,  CLASS  or  71. 

CLASS  ODE. 

Pensive  eyed  angel !  unfold  thy  soft  wings ; 
Wake  our  heart's  music  from  the  quivering  str 
Gently  breathe  through  them  the  fragrance  of  years, 
Perfume  of  flowers,  now  crystaled  in  tears. 

Sigh,  O  ye  breezes,  and  murmur  ye  fountains, 
Swell  the  sad  dirge,  as  the  golden  cords  sever, 

Dear  as  the  purple-eyed  eve  on  the  mountains, 
Are  the  fond  mem'ries  we  cherish  forever. 

tint  pd  shells  we  have  found  on  the  shore, 
\vlii>pors  will  brent  ore; 

But  o'er  the  surges  the  \vhit<-  >ails  are  fair, 
Our  barks  are  restless  the  billows  to  share. 

•  t  Kin^r  of  0  praises  be  tl. 

Each  gleai  -<»r  yet  beams  on  our  -i 

No  golden  chalice  wiih  crystallii 
Scattered  in  jewels,  hn-  1  the  «rm 
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Lored  ones  who  lii  M!«!  wave*  «l»vidt, 

_jhu  of  our  pleasures  will  lla*h  from  the  ti 
.sjed  xephyrs  v.  .••in  low, 

ys  long  Ago. 

II ail  thee  !  gi  .re,  thou  wiMonicM  bare— 

Oars  be  ti  .«•  TOM  to  plant  there ; 

Dear  hands  shall  twine  >f  fame, 

Crown  oar  worn  brows  with  their  bright  wremthing  fUme. 

Then  M  onr  spirits  tlicir  |iini«ns  aro  pluming, 
8pr  'lant,  within  tho  hri-jht  portal, 

-t-ls  will  pluck  them,  oelettUlljr  blooming — 
Twine  for  u*  gtrUndt  >  tumortal. 

»n  Academy,  1867. 


rin:  -i 

O'er  the  waves  the  winds  come  pla v ' 

t  as  thought  from  Dreamland  straying 

•angely  ^  ne 

Far  off  I- 

Joyous  bells  from  o'er  the  sen. 

>w,  the  echoes  sig) 
a  wail  of  ploasur 

"low  ami  inournfn 
'.•  nightly  ravens,  win- 
Drea<l  tones  are  riin- 

tied  bells  from  o'er  the  sea. 


362  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POETS. 

See  1  the  lurid  skv  ng — 

Hark  :  the  steeds  of  war  are  dashing, 

••Iry  ; 

\\  :M  tin-  awful  ,1,-ath  p.-.il  rolling, 
As  a  nation's  requiem  tolling; 
>  of  war  from  o'er  the  sea. 

Lo!  a  burst  of  rapture  pealing, 
Lik«-  the  gush  of  ;«M-ling, 

Bursting  joyou-,  wild  ami  : 
O'er  the  surging  waters  roaring 
Loud  as  clarion  notes,  come  pouring 

Victor  bells  from  o'er  the  sea. 

Now  thine  echoes  tell  of  glory — 
Noblest  deeds  of  earthly  story ; 

Sounds  of  joy  and  ecstacy  ; 
From  their  brazen  lips  are  leaping 
Notes  of  cheer  like  anthems  sweeping- 
Bells  of  peace  from  o'er  the  sea. 

Far  too  pure  for  earth,  come  pealing 
Silver  voices,  sweetly  stealing — 

Welling  from  eternity; 
Sweet  as  songs  of  infant  lispers  — 
\>h  voices,  angel  whispers — 

Bells  of  Heaven  from  o'er  life's  sea. 


Tin;  I>YIX<;  SI;.\-KI 

Will  a  nightly  st-nni  was  raging 
On  the  cold  Norwegian  shore, 
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'>'"«— 
•  '-tapest  roar. 

Weak  hi*  br»wuy  limb*  wort  growing; 

I  otUesa  fire ; 
Deep  hit  gre*'  *rt  wan  heaving, 

ilameexj 
oenthesonl 


All  In-  brow  was  dark  with  sadnesa, 

.-.1  aloud, 
he  longed  to  die  in  bait 

i  gory  shr 
All  at  once  hi  A  mind  grew  1 

As  this  thought  K  -d; 

ins  lips  shook  off  their  fetters, 

iey  framed  his  thrillin<r  word 

-•real  Fat! 
ML  >,  wise  and  brave, 

.1  Sea-King, 

>  give,  an  honored  grave  I 
Broad  the  soars  that  hear  me  witness 

I  have  never  shnnned  the  At 
That  my  soul  has  known  no  master, 
at  no  fear  has  stained  my  life. 
I  have  lovoil  the  battle's  mu 

i  its  I'M  under*  rose  au-1 
Lov*  iwful  echoes 

!>o«om  swell. 

inU 
-iin, 
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1  that  death  niiulit  meet  me 

MTS  of  the  slain  — 
1  the  Vulk\rs,  who  should  hear  me 

light  to  O.lin  lj  Hall; 

Covered  o'er  with 

As  the  noblest  warriors  fall. 

!   I  V«  l-yed,  nmi.l  the  billows, 
All  alone  my  bark  to  guide, 
Where  great  Hymn's  ivy  M 
Hose  amid  the  boundless  t 
O!  the  tempest's  fn-n/ied  rapt 

Where  the  foamy  mountains  swell; 
I  have  rev-led  on  their  bosom, 

I  have  loved  them  long  and  well.'' 

Here  he  checked  his  fervid  accents  — 
Paused  a  moment,  wrapped  in  thought  — 

Then  his  eye  lit  up  with  pleasure, 
As  if  life  new  hold  had  can 

•1   111V  pra  .veied  ; 

There  is  yet  one  noble  gra 
WTiere  the  storm  shall  km-ll  my  requiem  — 

I  will  die  upon  tl, 
Rig  my  bark  !  O  faithful  vess,.]  ; 

Spread  once  more  its  riven  sail, 
Place  me  on  its  shattered  bom  I 

Cast  us  loose  before  the  g.i 

Quick  obeyed  those  trusty  Vikings  — 
Soon  his  bark  was  bounding  free, 

'•  within  stately, 

Rose  the  Chieftain  of  the  sea. 
hand  grasped  the  shaking  tiller, 


"•'.  't 

One  a  flaming  torch  raited  hi  j. 

i  I..-  ra-l  tiini-i  tli--  umbers 
Wl,. ••..•••  •  •  ••  lUmes  roM  curling  nigh. 

Coward  sped  the  flaming  vessel, 
••  a  phantom  Urn  pent -born, 

•f  aged  valor, 

Seeking  death  with  royal  *- 
hay  tay  that  flaming  *piriu 

'•  aahen  oam, 

that  all  the  shape*  of  darknati 
Game  from  out  the  ebon  doom — 
That  great  Thor  tiprai*ed  hit  hu 

Shook  his  flowing  locks  with  glee ; 
Split  the  «  i  fiery  wedges, 

Ca  i  within  the  sea. 

'l  hell-born  rackets 
Sent  them  counting  through  the  air, 

.11  the  crested  billows 
With  a  blue  funereal  glare. 

•'  storm1*  ilt, 

Rose  th  'in's  runic  •*..!! 

•is;  out  t)i  leep  nati: 

Swelling  upward  hoarse  and  strong. 

.roxvoll  !   f«ro\\ 
To  the  Sea-King  brave, 
Roll  on  !  roll 

O  ye  dark  free  wave. 

Swell"  hiirh!  well  hi- 

In  y-Mir  SOtn  i^e. 
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O  thou  Ham-  i  Lark; 

Far  away  i  far  away  ! 

O'er  the  waters  dark. 
No  more!  no  mo; 
With  us  here  to  dwell, 

Brave  King!  ing  I 

Fare  thee  well;  fare*. 

1  ailing,  watrli 

Till  the  bark  had  passed  from  si^ht  ; 
Till  the  storm  had  spent  its  fury, 

:  were  tied  the  shades  of  night. 
Thru,  when  all  the  tempest 

Softened  to  a  wailing  moan, 
While  the  winds  and  pines  made  nr 

In  their  weird,  unearthly  t 
All  these  i;n  ..-arted  natures — 

Strong  and  deep  as  restless  seas — 
Woke  to  pure  and  lofty  worship, 
Earnest  prayers  their  <:<>'!  to  please. 

<-d  they  for  their  chieftain, 
For  they  knew  his  soul  had  passed 
Safe  beyond  the  raging  billows, 
And  in  pleasure  dwelt  at  last. 
But  they  prayed  to  Father  ( )din — 

Prayed  to  Odin,  wise  and  brave — 
That,  if  they  fell  not  in  battle, 

They  might  die  upon  the  wave. 
That  the  storm  ini^ht  wail  their  dirges—- 
That the  nijrht  should  he  their  pall, 
And  their  flamini:  hark  should  hoar  thorn 
Swift  to  Odin's  Heavenly  Hall. 


Mi 


HKfSTIAN. 

tian,  art  thou  sorely  preat? 
Seekest  thoa  in  vain  for  rest? 
Qo  to  Jesos — in  HU  breast 
Thoa  shalt  be  forever  blest 

Is  the  cross  than  hast  to  bear 

v  doubt  and  cmre  ? 
ht  shall  be  the  crown  thoa  It  wear; 
Sweet  the  rest  that  thoa  fhalt  share. 

DOM  the  way  look  rough  before  ? 
Are  thy  poor  feet  braised  and  sore  ? 
Trust  thy  8a\  re; 

healing  store. 

Does  it  grieve  thy  sool  to  prove 
mfaithful — prone  to  rove? 
Know,  thy  F  i  above 

Looks  on  thec  ing  love. 

Dost  thoa  for  the  daylight  sigh — 
LJ  to  dwell  with  God  on  high  ? 

v  spirit  cease  its  • 
He  will  take  thee,  by  and  by. 

Jetos  once  was  as  thou  art ! 

••  smart 
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That  oppress  thy  human  heart: 

:  art. 

He  doth  pity  all  thy  \\ 
All  thy  weakness  He  doth  know  : 
From  his  Father's  throne  brought  low, 
For  thy  sins  His  blood  did  flow. 

Christian,  why  dost  thon  repine  ? 
Christ  and  Heaven  shall  R<>»n  !>.-  t! 
In  His  crown  a  star  tli-ui  'It  shine; 
His  brow  a  laurel  t\\ 


Trust  Him,  then,  and  never  fear; 
To  His  bleeding  side  keep  near, 
Waiting,  still,  His  voice  to  hear, 
When  in  glory  He  '11  appear. 


thy  burning  lamp  be  bright, 

Filled  with  oil  of  truth  and  ri<jht; 

Carry  e'er  the  Shining  Uirht, 

For  a  guide  through  life's  dark  ni«rht. 

Christian  pilgrims  !  watch  and  pray 
That  thou  may'st  not  go  astray  ; 
That  thy  troubled  spirit  may 
'Nenth  the  Cross  its  burden  lay  — 
Christian!  wer  watch  and  pray  . 


>UNTAIN  POETa 


Til 

See  brook, 

iny  a  crook, 

til  the  meadow  through, 
I  a  thread  of  crystal  blue. 

See  sparkle 

See  it  dance,  and  daah  n 

<>  mad,  and  free,  and  gaj. 

Bee  ;•  i^e, 

<hun«  that  little  ridge, 
:  flowt  along,  §o  still — 
Prett  rill. 

See  it  wash  the  pebbles  clean, 
See  it  daah,  v.  -  sheen, 

•  hat  Btone  that  stops  its  way 
i  a  barrier,  dark  and  gray. 

See  it  here  so  smoothly  lie, 
Like  a  1>  >t  Mae  sky; 

See  it  now,  n  ws, 

Making  music  as  it  goes ; 

>tes 
Swe*  very,  as  it  floats ; 

Dallying  now, 

roots  of  that  old  tree. 

See  it  wildly  rush  along, 
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sparkling,  gnshinp,  fair, 
Dancing,  babbling  —  free  n- 

.   ••.  hy 
Do  you  run  so  gaily  1 

.  I  pray,  and  tell  me  this  — 
Why  nre  you  so  full  of  bliss? 

Why  .lo  you,  as  though  't  wer< 
With  the  wild  grass  fondly  toy? 
"Why  so  fiercely  spring  you  by 
.  so  cold  and  dry  ? 

Why  do  you  so  softly  flow 

Where  the  j.r- 

Do  you  love  the  cowslips  meek, 
That  their  homes  you  seem  to  seek? 

Tell  me,  brooklet,  what  you  say, 
As  you  sing  the  livelong  day  : 
Are  you  sin-jin^  praise  to  Him 
Who  has  filled  you  to  the  brim? 

Stay,  my  pretty  brooklet,  stay; 
Do  not  haste  so  swift  away  : 
I  would  have  you  tell  me  how 
You  to  Him  so  gladly  bow. 

Teach,  I  pray,  teach  me  ih«   way, 
Thus  to  praise  Him  all  the  day; 
Bending  always  to  His  will  — 
Trusting,  joyful,  happy  still. 

Thus  the  brook  h-t  m«  . 

••  It'  yon  e'er  would  happy 
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Lo?«  11; 

Be  •obtniiuiiv.  ill. 

«D<  whate'er  betide; 

Keep  1 

koep/AM/m/A  in  p.i^hl— 
Jffut  Mf§  ye*  irA**  you  V*  right. 

.: ON  pant; 

Keep  on  »i 

i.e  true  to  all  man  I 

you  '11  have  a  peaceful  rnii. 

rooklet,  go ; 

On  your  way  forerer  flow — 
Flow  with  song  of  merry  glee, 
Sparkling,  gladsome,  joyous,  free. 

•lie  lesson  thon  hast  taaght 
Is  with  much  i  :  fraught. 

Onward  flow,  rejoi  I— 

y,  gleesome  little  rill. 


Lo,  I  wander  green  fields  over, 
Sean  :  oan  disco 

Anyulirrr,  a  f.»ur  l.-alV.l  «-l.. 


.vi-r. 


In  the  grata  I  bend  the 
.a  I  gee 
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that  tly, 
Hearing  not  t 

Trampling  on 

Crushing  blossoms  'neat  h  my  feet 

I  the  sweet  fern  do  not  smell, 
For  on  me  t  !  — 

Why,  or  whence,  I  can  not  tell. 

For,  of  all  the  tli  MILTS  that  be, 
Nothing  lovely  do  I  see; 
Seeking  for  dcfon 


Falling,  prone,  upon  the 
•  •rly  around; 
Ulind  to  beauty,  deaf  to  sound. 

But  my  labor  is  in  vain  — 
Disappointed,  yet  again, 
On  the  grass  ray  head  is  lain. 

Slowly  fading  from  my  sight 
I-  the  meadow,  fair  and  l-ri^ht, 
Spotted  o'er  with  daisies  white. 

In  its  place  before  my  eyes 
Doth  deformity  n: 
Filling  me  with  sad  surprise  — 
Indignantly  !t  cries  : 

What  art  th«»u,  un 
That  to  »-arth  di- 


I 
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>u  iworp  the  place 

i  bearent  not  a  trace? 

..:<:<t  1  hi- !«•  my  face! 

Mock  i  ftiiHwer  came, 

iy  fame; 

I  have  hoard  thee  speak  my  name — 
Mortal,  it  i«  etill  the  same. 

I  ha  a  wait  my  lov 

••d  green  fielda  over, 
Sear  Mat  discover 

M...  y,-s.  ,.,,,  _.i  foar-lee/«  i  elovw ! 


w:is   it  this  80  long  I  BOUgl 

i  am  tauyht 
By  a  tiling  net*  fraught! 

••n,  my  shame  to  date, 
Thoa  art  fate — 

to  be  for«  ,ate 

ugthyfk  .ate  I 

my  troubled  dream  I  wake, 
graat  my  head  I  take, 
once  break: 

ue! 
iiofrim — 

in  all  f«>'  MU. 
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For  some  purpose  of  my  own, 

Which  to  m«>rtal.  is  unknown, 
Four-leafed  clovers  I  have  grown. 

When  'neath  any  shape  or  cover 
Deformity  is  seen  to  h< 

,v  it  is  a  f«nr-leafed  cl« 

At  last,  at  last  the  spell  is  luol 
Nature's  God  to  IMP  hath  spoken, 
Giving  of  His  truth  a  token — 

Giving  of  His  loVe  a  s 
Which  eternally  shall  shine 
With  a  radiance  divine; 

Sj, reading  out  before  my  soul 

ire,  as  a  perfect  whole, 
Obedient  to  His  control. 

No  more  I  wander  green  fields  over, 

f  I  can  discover, 
Anywhere  a  four-leafed  clover. 

But  the  glories  I  rehearse 

Fill,  entire,  God's  universe 

With  a  rhythminLT,  chiming  verse. 
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<  il  A  KI.I^  « '  v  i:ri  s  i »  r. . 

DEOOKATloN   DA 

•y  granite  crowned  the  hill, 

crowned  the  chiseled  shaft, 

i,  above,  among 

.  !i«'H  that  at  death  and  treason  laughed; 
Answering  to  no  roll-call  more, 
Karth's  last  review  in  o'er. 

is  that  were  born  of  Patriot  pride, 

-e  to  the  fearless  dead, 
•i  words  have  swelled  your  hearts  to-day 
As  bugle-Want,  thrift,  wh.-  -d; 

Love  of  the  same  great  nation's  good 
\\  rung  out  your  tear -drops,  and  their  blood. 

These  beautooua  flowers,  these  praise-full  words, . 

_'  from  the  hills  afar — 
«>  mean  tribute  to  the  men 

.bled  not  war; 

•  place  your  poem- praise  to  i 
Adorning  soldier's  graves  is  well. 

But,  are  your  duties  wholly  done 
v  these  festivities  are  o'er  ? 

The  dust  you  honor  thus  to-day, 

••eding  sleeps  on  Southern  shore, 
lour  hearts  divide  these  throbbing  joyn, 
7Vv  n-ck  it  ii"t  :   .int. I  «.,,l,li,.r.boyH  : 


•      A  fragrance  sweet'  flowers, 

:  with  the  ran1  B,  decay: 

Ah«>  i  <?e,  than  the  tears 

Shed  freely.  to-day, 

A  fn 

\aits  your  future  speech,  an<l  d* 

Hard  by  thy  homo,  in  humble  cot, 

A  sad-eyed  widow  toils  and  weeps, 
The  tongue  whose  to  all  her  joy, 

War's  bloody  signet  nlt-nt  keeps: 

ft  IOULT  'lay  stretches  out  in  gloom; 
She  silent,  weary,  bears  her  doom. 

How  precious  to  the  needy  heart 

The  timely  gift,  the  tender  word, 
The  tear  true  sympathy  may  shed 
At  the  sad  story,  often  heard  ; 
Give  where  the  heart  aches  to  recei 
Yea,  prove  how  blessed  't  is  to  u 

Poor  soldier-orphans  fill  our  land, 

A  countless  host,  from  shore  to  shore; 
A  waiting  army  marshaled  stand 

At  every  church  and  school-house  door : 
Protect  from  wron^,  and  iniide  their  youth, 
To  future  manhood,  virtue,  truth. 

But  all  the  heroes  did  not 

The  granite  holds  not  rvtry  name 
That  answered  the  wild  call  to  strife 
By  deeds  of  valor  Fame  ; 

A  shattered,  scarred  and  war  maimed  host, 
Tell  what  a  nation's  life  h 
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leads  A  pale  an-l  thinning  corps, 
>m  Southern  marsh,  and  <ln-ar  stocks  . 
The  wind  flaps  many  an  empty  sleeve, 
Like  tat  lore. I  nail,  o'er  crew  dismayed  ; 
The  maimed  and  feeble,  worn,  distressed 
Are  grimly  nun  ;  rest. 

raise  the  hero,  static  and  dead ; 
praise  the  living  heroes  more, 
Who  cheerful,  daily,  -nil  repeat 
Their  sacrifices  o'er  and  o'er, 

tie  armed  contest  :  life, 

\  ant's  unequal,  ceaseless  sit 

leerfully  thy  brother's  load, 
He  gave  his  arm  to  save  thine  own  ; 
Let  not  the  soldiers  orphan  bear 

I  brant  of  toil  and  want  alone; 
if. id  not  his  father's  blood  been  shed, 
.  and  your  boy  might  both  be  dead. 

A  voice  whose  echoes  never  die, 

Whispers  the  thickening  centuries  through, 
From  Bethlehem**  star,  to  vanished  sky, 

•  self  thy  iu-i.rhbor,w  to- 
by the  signet  of  1 1 
Seals  every  human  sufferer's  cL 

leans1  sake,  then,  cheer  the  sad, 
Whose  death  ward  way  is  near  thine  ow 

Just  as  His  generous  care  was  shown  ! 
•w  thy  pattern  gone  b«- 
i  rest  thee,  wl>- 
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•  'I 

Written  to  bo  *ung  at  the  wedding  of  Carrie  Robimoo. 

Two  little  on  :ls  I  see, 

Afloat  on  life's  hroad  i 
e  severed  lily  blooms  tin  sports 

Of  tompost,  sheen,  ami  shi- 
Two  happy  ones  just  stepped  on  shore, 

With  oar  in  hand  are  staying; 
And  smile  to  see  the  freightless  skiffs 

With  foamy  wave-crest  playing — 
As  spring-time  casts  her  flowers  away, 

Fair  pledge  of  Autumn's  t 
As  dreams  are  gladly  left  to  fade, 

To  grasp  the  real  ; 

Around  a  point  of  jutting  rock, 

Where  drep.-st  floods  are  sweej  ' 
And  circling  eddies  o'er  the  stream, 

Are  ever  softly  creeping, 
A  fairy  shallop  glides  to  view, 

White  swans  its  movements  guiding, 
And,  gently  o'er  the  wave-washed  sands, 

To  kiss  the  shore  't  is  Aiding: 
The  happy  ones  commit  themselves 

To  shallop  and  the  ri\ 
No  other  landing-place  to  find, 

This  side  the  great 

Dear  friends  are  grouped  upon  the  shore 
To  view  their  outward  sailing, 

And  kindliest  smiles  speak  gener»ns 
That  joy  be  never  failing 


OR]  :  N  v    '     IAIN  Pom 

Though  love'*  bright  bands  Aft  patting  atfoi 

'. 

mgua«e  all  un-poken ; 
Win  rom  hopeful  lip*, 

That  naught  these  heart*  may  sever, 

_T  bands, 
May  luij'pi«  r  grow  forever. 

vows  so  softly  spoken  now, 
.  hearts  so  bot 

roke  they  '11  breast  the  wave, 
matter  what  the  weatli 
If  storms  should  meet  their  upward  way, 

Or  tempests  thunder 
United  hearts  and  hands  shall  win 
A  tritiii;  iToudly. 

:i  sunny  skies  may  smile  above, 
I  soft  breeze  kiss  the  river, 
The  joy  of  one  is  joy  of  \> 


>d.  our  only  « 

our  home,  in  a  desolate  niplit ; 

[|  mourning,  our  pleasure  i*  pain, 
•ing  fur  voice  AH  1  h.-r  footsteps,  in  vain. 

i  was  our  gnest  on  a  sorrowful  day, 
But  bore  n  in  triumph  away, 
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For  Jesus  received  her  e'en  home  t 

There,  sinless  and  deathless,  forever  she  Ml  rest. 

So,  when  we  may  weep  o'er  her  grass-covered  bed, 
We  '11  weep  not  as  those  without  hope  for  the 
We  know  that  «Ao  live*  mid  tin-  perfect  and 
And  only  the  dust  emml-les  back  to  its  du>t. 


Till:  KMITY  SLEEVE. 

Jostling  through  the  crowded  marts 

Of  business,  or  of  pleasure, 
Straining  nerve  to  win  the  meed 

Of  soul,  or  pocket  treasure  ; 
Unthinking  if  the  hearts  we  meet 

Do  now  rejoice  or  grieve ; 
We  lift  the  hat  tin  >ly, 

To  meet  the  empty  sleeve. 

When  noble  sons  of  carnage 

Came  from  the  fattened  field, 
And  the  nation's  wound  —by  slavery — : 

With  a  nation's  blood  was  healed ; 
\Yhrn  we,  home-krpt,  their  greeting 

From  the  left  hand  must  receive, 
The  c;.  ''iinn-d  and  misted 

By  that  empty  hanging  sleeve. 

We  said  their  toils  were  over, 
Their  sacrifice  was  made, 

And  t..  r«->t  up.,n  their  laurels, 

Jn  our  thought,  the  brave  we  laid; 
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a*  jut  commencing, 

)i  tli.-  :..it...:i  most  rec. 
>  .lay  renews  the  sacrifice 
•iiat  pnlseleaa,  emptj  sleeve. 

The  iUunch  ri^ht  arm  in  needed 
th«  peaceful  walks  of  life; 
•-«M|OI|  in  the  toils  that  wage 

•verty  and  strife. 
•'»a  nhsdow  o'er  his  pathway, 
!  e  *•  no  reprieve, 

Of  a  gory,  shattered,  own  right-arm, 
And  an  erer  empty  sleeve. 

The  -  <>ices  oft 

The  ear  «  toct; 

The  heart  may  thrill  to  legends, 
it  the  world  does  not  suspc- 
But  of  all  «-less  pleaders 

Wlii.-li  the  soul  hears,  I  believe 
No  sil  :  is  eloqn. 

Like  a 


MY 

Written  ChrUlnuw  Er».  *A*r  retaining  from  an 


In  n. y  home  another  treast 
ny  heart  another  tli-.n. 
!   I  thank  thee  for  tlio  pleasure 
•se  unitedly  have  brought 
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Precious  gift !  O  silver  whiteness, 
Like  the  sheen  ••!'  winter  night; 

Send  my  th< nights  o'er  drifts  of  brigl 
To  yon  world  of  silv'rier  li; 

•tight !  O  sweet  vibrations 
Of  that.Eolian  orchestra ! 
Quickening  all  the  soul's  pulsations, 
With  her  windows  just  ajar. 

Beauteous  pitcher !  keep  thy  burnish, 

ill  my  humMe  board  t«>  ^race; 
Bid  each  guest  the  day  may  furnish, 
'  Mong  our  hearts,  a  welcome  place. 

Glad  assurance  !  when,  in  striving, 
Care's  big  burden  heavy  grown, 

Friends,  in  multitudes,  are  giving 
Smiles  and  strength  to  help  me  on. 

Fairest  basket !  by  thy  gleaming 
Fruitage  of  my  "^ude  wife's"  art, 

Fairer  far,  shall  be  in  seeming, 
Richer  far,  to  taste  and  heart. 

Generous  proof!  to  give  me  pleasure, 
E'en  when  saddest  hours  may  be; 

Wealth  of  Friendship's  kindlie>t  trea 
Undeserved,  alas !  by  me, 


Words  are  naught.     But  where  my  life  is, 
There's  a  little  hallowed  spot 
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Where  ttuM  lore,  as  prompt*  «rA  giving, 


bles*  /fa*  /rim*,  I  pray  HIM; 

•in  every  harm  ami  ill  ; 
r  garner*  fill 
All  their  Wfe  nuy  Jesuit 


they  may  gire  me, 
>a*f  slow  footprint*  mutt  </</«*  : 
roasares  nut  can1!  Urniah, 
n  golden  cryrtal  place. 
Charleston,  Vt,  Dec.  25,  1867. 


A  SONG  OF  Till: 


My  lonely  spirit  pines  for  thee, 
O,  wondroos,  ever-sounding  sea  I 
I  miss  thee  when  the  morning  breaks, 
When  the  glad  earth  in  -1-ry  wakes. 
The  sunrise,  breaking  <>  ills, 

With  welcome  joy  my  spirit  fills: 
rn  to  cat.  o; 

in  vain,  O,  far-off  sea. 


t!i"  MI  •  >;i'>  ;-:il.-  '_•'-,  t 
!or  reliance  fills  the  nL 


I:TS. 

I  know  }  t  glances  rest 

Upon  the  aznn-  of  tliy  l-rcast 

I  know  the  pi;  >nbeams  s! 

Upon  the  bosom  of  the  deep : 

Bat  not  for  me,  (),  not  for  me 

Their  soft  light  on  the  silver  sea  I 

I  wake  at  midnight,  as  of  yore, 

To  listen  for  thy  solemn  roar  I 

The  breeze  sighs  gently  o'er  the  hill, 

Bat,  save  the  breeze,  all  earth  is  still  : 

So  still  I  strain  my  ear,  though  vain, 

To  catch,  afar,  thy  hoarse  refrain ; 

But  all  night  long,  0  sounding  sea, 

Thou  art  singing  on,  though  not  for  me  ! 

But  when  against  the  window  pane 
The  wild  winds  dash  the  falling  rain — 
When  skies  grow  dark,  and  tempests  pour, 
And  winds  grow  wilder  than  before; 

ii  doth  my  heart  exultant  leap! 
I  know  a  storm  is  on  the  deep  I 
Then  course  my  pulses,  wild  and  free, 
Wild  as  thy  billows,  angry  sea  ! 

I  miss  thee,  miss  thee,  far-off  sea ! 
Oft  in  my  dreams  I  dream  of  thee : 
In  dreams  thy  dotted  surface  vi 
Or  sail  upon  thy  waters  blue; 
Or  watch  thy  waves,  with  sullen  roar, 
Come  sl«  |  in<r  ,,j,  the  shore, 

Until  tli  ,-y  meet, 

Then  back,  in  loam,  they  slow  retreat! 


<;!:I:I:N  M«  >UB  :  A;  N  POM  :>'» 

.•Ami  I  wander  on  that  shore— 

Jk  thy  whit,  and  undy  flo. 
I  wander  »low,  and  toft  repeat 
Bone  poetic  fancy,  ohi  and  »u< . 
80019  rerte  of  IVahn,  or  tong  refrain. 

waves  keep  chant r  hrain — 

Some  lice, 

meful,  K«-:  ing  tea! 


TIM: 

The  girls !  0,  the  girls,  what  a  qoeer  sort  of  creatures, 

-•tli  in  manners  and  features; 
:  their  sweet  smiling  faces 

graces, 

*Mid-*  'ii  of  ribbons,  and  raffles,  and  laces; 

Till  bewildered,  what  elite  can  a  poor  fellow  do, 
Than  to  love  them — and  tell  them  no,  too? 

.  '11  seem  to  be  sngry  when  most  they  are  pleased, 
:>g  resentment,  still  love  to  be  teased. 
It  a  fellow  proposes, 
They  '11  turn  U] 
Or  pent  out  tin -ir  lipa,  like  two  newly-Mown  roses, 

:ly  sweet  one  can  scarcely  resist 
impression  that,  really,  they  wish  to  be  kissed. 

— 
Jost  look,  if  you  will,  a  •-  they  wear: 
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1  then,  such  a  bonnet ! 
Why,  my  word  \i- 
A  butterfly  scarcely  could  scat  him-,  h  ,,:. 

..MI.  it   *|  .-,"  un-1  .1 

To  the  greatest  advantage,  tin -ir  rli.inn-  t<>  the  beaux. 
What  other  ne\\   tolly,  think  you,  will  they  lind, 
To  enlarge  their  proportion  ;  ly 

Where  nature  's  been 

'T  is  made  up  in  wearing 
Some  monstrous  invention  that  s« 
And  throws  unmistakably  far  in  the  shade, 
All  other  contrivances  known  to  i 
But,  ladies,  forgive  me,  I  Ve  said  quite  enough 
For  your  edification,  of  this  kind  of  stall': 

Though  we  talk  thus  about  you, 

'T  is  not  that  we  doubt  you, 

And  we  well  understand  that  we  can't  live  without  you; 
So,  follow  the  fashions  as  much  as  you  pi* 
And  suit  your  dear  selw  :  you  walk  on  your  knees, 


THE  SLOTHFUL  FARMER 

In  the  State  of  Vermont,  far  up  this  way, 

Where  we  labor  to  earn  our  hread, 
There  once  lived  a  man,  who,  as  I  've  heard  sa"y, 

it  most  of  his  time  in  bed. 

Yet,  somehow,  he  managed  a  cow  to  keep, 
Together  with  three  or  four  hogs, 

i  small  flock  of  nc ..  Ben  of  sheep, 

With  two  or  three  half-starved  dogs. 


or.  >: 

•ecome  to  exhatuted  and  poor, 
-,'ht,  to  a.lvaiiU^d,  w.iuM  t; 

•t  seen  a  coat  of  raanu 
Unleas  *t  waa  a  coating  of  mow. 

wed  premature  signs  of  decay, 
:  board*  - 

\Yhilf  ih.«  ra;  n  were  blowing  away, 

iving  only  an  opening  i 

Hia  fencea  were  ruined,  and  broken,  and  gone, 

\vh.ii.-v.-r  (.leaaed  pMaed  through, 
t  wat  iteliiom  he  had  any  more  plowing  done 
Than  jo«t  what  bia  hog«  could  do ! 

Hia  crops,  when  onoe  planted,  were  raftered  to  go 
Without  his  aaaistance,  to  aeed; 

>or*  all  wondered  his  corn  did  n't  grow, 
While  it  atood  in  such  excellent  feed ! 

And  thus,  with  ear  ill  be  the  same— 

never  be  tended  at  all ; 

chance  to  maturity  came, 
is  suffered  to  waate  in  the  Fall. 

Thus  he  managed,  till  finally  hunger  and  want 
ve  him  forth,  like  a  hog,  from  his  neat, 

•  place  for  a  man  in  Verm- 
So  he  h  >sk 
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FOUND  DEAD. 

Over  jo  ow, 

'Neath  that  old  oak's  ample  shadow 
As  it  were  a  place  selected  for  repose; 

Lay  she  there  just  as  th.-v  found  hrr. 

'!  h«-r  shawl  «1;  g  around  her, 

But  from  whence,  or  how  she  came  there,  ll.-av.-n  knows. 

Such  a  yonng  and  lovely  croatnro, 

Of  such  per  fret  form  and  feature, 
One  illicit  fancy  her  an  angel  in  disguise; 

Who,  assuming  to  be  human, 

And  arrayed  in  garb  of  woman, 
Just  to  frighten  us,  had  fallen  from  the  skies ! 

On  her  head  she  wore  a  bonnet 

With  a  wreath  of  roses  on  it. 
Fitting  emblems,  they,  of  her  who  did  them  wear; 

While  from  out  its  fast'nini:*  straying, 

1  with  wanton  breezes  playing. 
Gleamed  a  rich  and  glossy  tress  of  golden  hair. 

There  were  trimming!  on  the  border 

Of  her  garments,  which  in  order 
Were  arranged,  as  though  r.  ,n  a  bed : 

And  while  lying  there  before  us, 

With  the  heavens  smiling  o'er  us, 
It  was  hard  to  make  it  M  she  was  dead. 

':)»•  gleamed  on  her  fii ,: 
And  perchance,  ln-r  thoughts  did  lin^-r 
On  the  giver,  as  she  sank  to  earth  and  di 


QBBHI  v  ''  '« :  v-:';  '•  •  ''•  '•  - 

••re  in  death  *he  ulumbera, 
All  in  vain,  ala»!  he  number* 

nhall  claim  her  M  a  br 

From  the  place  where  she  was  lying, 
She  was  borne  away  \* 

white  armi  meekl  -r  breaat ; 

T«M  in  with  care  conveyed  her, 

in  solemn  lilence,  laid  her, 
A  iweet  roae-bud,  in  a  ftranger'a  grave  to  rest. 

ue  aomewhere  in  moun. 

Where,  alaa!  no  more,  returning, 
FrtlN  the  echo  of  her  fooUtepa  at  the  do 

And  while  loving  heart*  are  breaking, 

Calm  the  sleeps,  where  no  awak 
Comes  to  greet  her  youthful  vision  evermore. 


DO  YOU  MLSS  ME? 

Do  we  roias  thee !  a«k  •  tit, 

Does  it  miss  t  >f  noon; 

Ask  the  rose  •••  ala, 

Has  the  Snmmer  fled  too  soon  ? 

Ask  the  trees  whose  naked  branches 

•last, 

Do  they  miss  what  made  their  freshness, 
And  their  glory  in  the  past? 

We  have  seen  -ig  in  beauty, 

ilk  abroad  upon  the  ear 

footsteps 
Sweetest  dowers  Kpran 
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•T8 

Cam*'  !Y<>m  every  glade  and  gl 
As  though  all  things  were  conspiring 
To  make  glad  the  hen  ;.;n. 

ii  came  Summer,  «•• 

With  it*  wraith  of  rainbow  skies, 
With  its  glowing,  gol  -,  ts, 

Ami  its  clou  iisund  dyes  ; 

With  its  long,  bright  days  of  Hiinli 

And  its  blessed  showers  of 
(Jiving  promise  of  rich  harvest 

To  the  fields  of  waving  grain. 

Next  in  order,  grand  old  Autumn 

Comes  with  overflowing  h 
With  its  fruit-o'erladen  branches, 

!  it-  -In-aves  of  ri:  n\ ; 

With  its  friendly  social  gath'rii 

their  words  of  sweetest  cheer; 
While  the  lovely  Indian  Summer 
With  its  glories  crowns  the  y< 

Yet  through  all  these  happy  seasons, 

I  have  missed  thee  from  my  side, 
My  faithful  friend  and  comforter, 

My  counsellor,  my  gtii 
And  oft  from  where  the  sons  of  mirth 

Their  1»  .-p, 

In  silence  and  in  solitude 

I  've  tui  nod  away  to  weep. 

O,  blessed  is  the  mem 
<  >(  happy  days  gone  by, 
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me  wan  Paradise, 
If 

:••«, 

1  sorrow  half  lik<-  |.!-  asure  itemed, 
80  *t  WM  shared  with  thec. 

I  kn.  1. 1  alwavH  known, 

Thai  w««  must  one  day  part, 

I  lai.l  thi-.  truth  1 
Or  wilh  what  famines*  realised 
••  sadness  that  miwl  come, 
Wben  we  ihoald  hear  thy  voice  no  more 

Iti  our  <>n<-«>  ii- »{•:;•   h  -me. 

O'er  all  those  scenes  which  charmed  onr  fright, 
\  shadow  seems  to  fall, 

:\g  melodies 
ir  sweetness,  all; 
It  sometimes  seems  as  if  my  heart 

almosl  helpless  grown, 
80  lost,  and  weak,  without  the  strength 
I'Orrowed  fr«»in  thine  own. 


.at  I  should 

To  in 

••arlh 

Borrows  free, 

That  1  redness, 

red  with  thee. 
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THE  ACORN. 

Deep  in  the  silent  forest's  shade, 

A  single  acorn  fell  ; 
And  where  its  tiny  form  was  laid, 
No  human  tongue  couM  tell  : 
It  chose  a  lone,  secluded  spot, 
And  soon  by  all  was  quite 


A  n«l  Winter  swept  across  the  earth, 

In  storms  of  fiercest  wrath, 
It  hushed  the  notes  of  woodland  mirth, 
While  ruin  marked  its  path  ; 

:  safe  it  lay  within  its  cell, 
The  self-same  spot  where  first  it  fell. 

Soon  Spring  returned,  with  genial  showers, 

And  Sol's  reviving  rays; 
The  earth  was  clothed  in  richest  flowers, 
And  birds  poured  forth  their  lays  : 
It  burst  its  bonds,  and  once  set  free, 
It  took  the  shape  of  forest  tree. 

All  silently  its  infant  form 
Rose  slowly  into  virw, 
Protected  from  the  threatening  storm 
Securely  where  it  grew  ; 

While  birds  their  sweetest  carols  sung 
Its  gentle,  yielding  boughs  among. 

Years  rolled  away,  and  now  a  tree 

Of  giant  size,  it  stood  ; 
It  rose  in  stately  maj< 
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A  monzt  ••  wood; 

It  !•'!••  a  In  ink  erect  and  fair, 
IU  long  arm*  wa\  air. 

Onoe  more  were  yean  around  it  c*at, 

w  it  seemed  to  be 
A  monument  of  agea  pant — 

••«; 

IU  kindred  all  hu  uce  fled, 

It««lf  waa  leaflet,  scathed  and  dead. 

it  a  narrow  space 
As  't  were  almost 

.  degenerate  race, 
Who  spnrned  its  exile.i 
A  stranger  in  it*  fatherla; 
Borne  down  by  Time'*  relentless  ha- 

T  is  thus  with  man :  at  first  so  frail, 

80  subject  to  decay, 

That  scarce  a  breath  that  sweeps  the  vale, 
Bat  seeks  him  for  its  j. 

He  passeth  some  few  fleeting  yean 
Amidst  anxiety  and  fears. 

Bat  Time,  whose  mighty  torrent  rolls 
Resistlesuly  al 

t*ar*,  alike,  to  final  goals, 
The  feeble  and  the  sir 

Boon  wafts  him  on  to  man's  estate, 
To  mingle  with  the  wise  and  great, 

•iow  behold  him  in  tho  : 


I'NTAIN 

See  ships  o'er  mighty  billows  gi; 
Control  :i.l; 

Il«-  i  will. 

And  all  MVS  fulfil. 

Directed  by  all  powerful  mind, 

He  tant  shores, 

Or,  leaving  grovelling  earth  behind, 
He  unknown  worlds  explores; 
Omnipotence  he  aim. 
And  hold-;  ooonntmion  with  the  stars! 

Where  e'er  the  sun  hath  ever  shone, 

Wherever  man  hath  t 
Its  secrets  all  are  made  his  own — 

-  himself  a  god — 

Wrests  lightning  (Vein  Jehorah'fl  hands 
To  execute  his  own  commands ! 

Bat  soon  his  powers  begin  t<>  di 
To  age  and  care  a  prey; 

•nanly  form  iix-lim-  p — 

His  hair  is  turned  to  gray; 

lustre  of  those  eyes  is  dim, 
And  palsy  quakes  in  every  limb. 

Still  with  a  death-like  grasp  he  clings 
Tenaciously  to  life, 

"While  all  his  waning  powers  ho  brings 
To  wage  the  un- 

Miijih  's  o'er, 
i  owns  his  m;i.  Miore. 
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'•vemenU  "till  remain, 
.•mi  that  wasted  t 

Which,  like  a  stock  of  ripened  grain, 
HOWH  to  the  |»a«wintf  utonn — 

preerare  of  the  Want, 
Is  repose  in  death,  at  last. 


MM.    FRA3CM    L.    IIYU1    DIARBORV, 

Wife  of  the  iat.  Dearborn,  of  Granby,  Miwonri,  waa  born 

in  Wallingford,  Vt     She  now  rendee  in  Cambridge 

LIVES, 

0*  the  dctlhof  b«rr  only  child,  fr»or««  Lor  U  Dearborn,  who  dl»d  la  th« 


I  '11  mourn  not  for  my  darling  child, 

Though  she  hath  passed  away, 
Like  a  golden  ray  of  - 

he  hoar  of  parting  day. 

t,  though  lu>r  lovely  form 

i  thi»  ton. 

No  sorrow,  now,  can  shed  its  blight 
Upon  her  spirit's  bloom. 

P,  dearest  one  ;  O,  sweetly  sleep 

rave  so  low; 

I  \\  wish  thy  spirit  back, 

To  dwell  again  below, 

Where  grief  is  ev-  :ig  near, 

•:»e  KOU!  in  L'l< 
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r,  far,  f"i-  tin 
Within  thy  early  t-inb. 

Thy  Father  railed,  and  tlion  art  Lri 
To  yon  bright  wold  unknown; 

He  bade  thee  bid  adieu  to  earth, 
And  took  thee  fondly  home. 

BOW,  in  voider  l.li^fnl  realms, 
A  spotless  rolu-  is  thi 
A  heavenly  crown  is  given  thee. 
Eternally  to  shine. 

Then  I  Ml  mourn  not  for  my  lovod  onr, 
Though  she  hatli  jiasm-d  av 

Like  a  golden  ray  of  sunlight, 
At  th«-  hour  of  parting  day. 


MUSIC. 

O  tell  me  not  that  n  :  ain, 

Can  yield  one  soothing  ra 
Or  bid  the  heart  to  wake  again, 

To  joys  that  fade  away. 

Its  tones  recall  the  golden  hours, 
And  echo  back  the  years ; 

But  yet,  alas!  like  withered  flowers, 
Their  bloom  no  more  appears. 

If  thou  would'st  bid  my  soul  to  weep 


in 

I  tweet, 
ays. 

the  slumb'ring  strings 
u'rie*  moan, 

v  «ke,  ala*  !  thoM  hidden  spring!, 
That  I  would  leave  alone. 


The  moonlight  glimmers  through  the  treea; 

••hamber  floor 
Throws  mystic  shadows,  strange  ami   i 

H  of  yore. 
Sweet  stamped  on  memory's  wall, 

Seen:  through  the  room, 

And  hark !  is  it  their  snowy  robes 
at  rustle  mill  the  gloom  ? 

.-»!  't  is  hut  the  evening  breeze 
it  sway*  •  ik  tree, 

les  through  the  waving  boughs, 
Iu  fitful  lull  . 

Yet  still,  '  ar  the  tones, 

Soft  and  low, 

Of  thoso  I  love.l.  in  rhildhood  h« 

!>>ng  ago.'1 

Roll  01 

l»reese; 

I  love  to  u  mystic  forms, 

.ik  treea: 


398  GREEN  MOUNTAIN 

For  youthful  days  throng  back  again, 

As  shadows,  dark  nn<l  tall, 
Dance  strangely  with  tl,.  ike  forms, 

Upon  my  chamber  wall. 

Oh,  mem'ry !  thou  art  still  too  t 

!  faithful  to  thy  tru-t, 
living  are  by  thee  enshrined, 

•lead  returned  to  du>t. 
moonbeam,  n-stin^  (,n  tin-  wall, 
The  winds  low,  harp-like  tone, 
Is  linked  by  mem'ry  to  the  soul, 
With  magic  power  unknown. 
Beloit,  June,  1857. 


TO  THE  DEPARTED, 

I  know  thou  art  waiting  for  me 

In  the  land  of  the  hi- 
My  spiritual  eye  doth  discern  thee, 

Celestially  dressed. 

All  radiant  with  the  joys  of  yon  heaven, 

And  jeweled  thy  crown ; 
< ),  why  should  I  mourn  thy  departure, 

When  such  joys  thou  hast  found. 

I  must  not — for  the  hand  of  affliction 

Has  taught  me  to  learn 
How  tin-  h«iiin'  of  the  pure  and  immortal, 

Mine  eyes  can  disr 


01 

v  to  lift  t 
Thr  ijar, 

.iii-l  beautiful  HUr. 

.•i  hear  tlie  deep  swell  of  music, 
•y'tt  nem  ; 

/  htoto  it*  MMrf  t&mtt, 
w  calling  for  me. 

Thank  beav.  «>ry  lining," 

(Table  boauty, 


I  long,  my  dear  loved  ones,  I  11  meet  you 

:in's  bright  shore  ; 

Gome,  clasp  me,  when  death  dims  my  vision, 
To  part  never  m 

lie  summoning  Angel, 

>  the  weary  and  carew< 
I  lays  them  down  to  their  rest. 
Maqnoketa,  Aug.  17,  1867. 
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G*ADt'ATn>  AT  DARTMOUTH  MEDICAL  COLUOI  IV  1846— NOW  UTM  AT  DMBT  Cf  NTM. 

LINES 

800QMTM  »T  TBI  MATH  OF  A  CHILD,  SEPT.  30,  184-1.  AT  EAST  CALAIX, 

>ng  were  the  ties,  dear  child,  that  bound 

Thee  to  a  mother's  heart; 
How  hard  to  feel,  and  yet 't  was  found 

That  thou  from  her  mu-t  i 
Yes,  lovely  babe,  thy  parents  grieve 

That  thou  by  Death  art  slain, 
And  yet  they  know  and  may  believe 

Their  h»<s  in  be  thy  -ain. 
Thy  darling  form  is  cold  in  death, 

Smiles  play  not  on  thy  ch< 
A  budding  mind  will  not  unfold, 

And  thou  wilt  n<" 
O  dearest  child,  can  it  be  so? 

How  hard  to  give  thee  up ! 
Say,  wilt  thou  never  with  us  go, 

take  the  handed  cup  '.' 
•How  can  a  parent's  love  endure 

The  sad  and  lonely  thought : 
What  object  in  the  world,  so  pure, 

Before  their  minds  is  brought? 
Though  bard  the  stroke,  and  deep  the  grief, 

Vrt.  {.an-nt-i.  you  shall  find 
The  Chr  vill  brinir  relief— 

Composure  to  the  mind. 
Although  the  child  shall  ne'er  return, 
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yoa  «hall  follow  n.. 
The  joyi  of  meeting  there  to  learn — 

a  boon? 
Yea,  for,  beyon  gloomy  BUM 

A  better  world,  the  sphere— 
That  I  *hall  meet  your  gaze, 

\Y1..!.-  joy  begetaa  tear. 
Bach  hope*  should  be  your  comfort  now, 
AM  time  more*  on  apaoe ; 

Ute  meekly  bow, 


LINES. 

»T  THI  MUTK  or  HivmicTTA  B.  UCOME,  «*rr.  IS,  1MB. 

Thufl  it  in,  and  has  been  ever, 

•jest  ties  most  sever; 
whose  ri: 
upu  no  mortal  here  from  pain. 

Yea,  tlie  wall, 

The  loved  of  earth  by  death  muMt  fall : 
80  Henrietta  panned  away, 

it  not  to  iMullest  day? 

Yea,  of  her  presence  though  we  're  »1 
As  witlfiut  hope  we  need  not  in- 
-•are  refia 
( >iir  lots  is  her  eternal  gain. 

I  .-.-.• 
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Her  faults  were  mortal—  fait  h  .11  vine  — 
Her  Chri-tiua  virtues  e'er  slmll  .shine. 

Haj-i-y  thought!   in  drath's  dark  1: 
.•  proved  religion's  boo; 

passed  her  lit.-  away; 
newed  it  w,  in  endless  day. 

Family  circle,  tlm>  ju-t  Woken, 
Seek  secure  sonic  heavenly  tol. 
That  when  life's  trials  all  are  <•' 
\\  ",•  '11  meet  her  on  the  ether  shore. 


Thanks  to  God,  Hi-  riizht  to  rc>i<m  — 
Thanks  to  Christ,  that  II.-  >h..nl,l 
Such  hopes  to  sinful  mortals  give, 
Himself  to  die  that  we  might  live. 


GOD'S  PATIENCE. 

Heavenly  Father,  gentle,  kind, 
Thy  patience  rushes  o'er  my  mind- 
Sinful,  wicked,  mean  am  I, 
And  yet,  alas !  so  soon  to  die. 

aps  another  sn; 

May  roll,  ere  I  nhall  hid  adi»'u 
To  all  I  've  loved  and  sought  1  • 
Will  then  the  tear  of  anguish  8 

My  Saviour,  slight. -d,  d 

cause  neglected  and  betray 


OH  4"i 

all  His  sacred  name; 
Ver  cooKl 


Qod  of  patiftn  <*,  love,  a 

1  ••  in  my  y.-utii, 

••Uf  can  Mve,  even  the 

NVh.it  pine  can  wicked  morUls  do 
rcy,  too  ? 
•  iirm 
rom  every  harm. 

Miy  God  on  high, 

U  me,  wflll  ;l>e  sky? 

I  know  my  God  is  more  than  jost, 

pardon,  all  my  trust 


or  Mm»T 


To  Ma 


iios,  upon  my  breast, 
In  h.  Ij.lessness  you  'vc  la 
Ami  '  --rest  care, 

To  soothe  yo  i :  ;  ain. 

now  have  found  a  >ve 

More  sweet,  more  -I-  a 
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Dear  girl,  O  may  it  ever  pr 
An  constant,  kind  and  • 

Oar  homes  on  earth  arc  sunder< 
By  mountain,  lake  and  ri\ 

MI  earth  we  pass  away, 
Shall  we  not  dwell  tog«-th. 

r  darling  brother,  now  on  high, 
Still  loves  and  rare*  tW  you  ; 
Although  you  o.nnot  pee  his  form 
Flit  through  the  ethereal  hlne. 

.,  my  child,  with  watchful  eye, 
Looks,  from  His  throne  ahove, 
Upon  your  every  action  h< 

With  more  than  mother's  love. 

Yet  storms  will  come,  and  cloud  you 

And  tmut'l'  -iil; 

Then  lock  to  Him  with  prayerful  eye, 
Whose  arm  can  never  fail. 

As  down  the  stream  of  life  you  glide, 

Keep  ever  in  your  view 
The  Cross  whereon  the  Saviour  died— 

He  ll  i  for  you. 

Go,  Flora  dear,  to  your  new  home, 
Though  far  away  from  mine; 

Your  mother's  blessings  and  her  prayers 
Are  still,  as  ever,  thine. 


GREEN  MOUNTAIN  POETS.  ;>.', 


IT. 

Peace  I  Ah,  the  word  for  u*  hath  greater  charm*, 

ad  war'*  alarm*; 

earth  hath  shook  airl  trembled  at  the  sound 
Of  feu  many  a  battle-gr<>< 

hath  !•«•«•  n  deluded  in  a  sea  of  blood 
Flow  human  heart* —a  fearful  Mood. 

fontlict  tatween  right  ami  wrong, 
The  nation  hath  been  iti  HO  long; 

Now  right  hath  tr  .md  the  war  doth  oaaat, 

Sweeter,  far  sweeter  Uwn  of  peace. 

Peace !  peace !  I  close  my  eyes  and  say  it  o'er ; 

,:<>e*  onward  to  the  heavenly  sh< 
Bey  oii 
\Vhi.-h  ha*  forme.  a  constant  si 

A  ill  be  sweet,  beyond  that  surging  tide, 
To  know  that 

Will  coiue  the  sjM-rtri*  Sin,  who  all  my  life 
:  haunt  i.  u  weary  of  the  strife. 

,  HI  ml,  be  patient — strong  to  watch  and  pray, 

eaceful  day; 

rest  and  peace  be  sweeter,  far, 
waa  a  acei  and  war. 
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TO  S.  A 

My  soul  to  thce,  poor  weary  one, 

Goes  out  to-day  : 
And  |  ,  to  Heav 

.[.ward  way. 

And  tlmi:  B*TM  and  lal>»irs  pi. 

On 

Still,  spite  of  all,  tlum  '-t  in  my  1 
•lamltrr  wide. 


ivs  long  fled  away, 

When  drcaniiiiLrly 

:een  paths  —  a  life 
That  seemingly 

i  not  have  ended  as  it  has; 

lid  I 

Feel  for  you  such  a  tender  love, 
And  sympathy. 

For  love  'hath  sin-iiu'thened  in  the  years 

Of  toil  and  pain  ; 
As  plants  irrow  hardier,  for  stori 

<  H  \\  ind  and  rain. 

''\Yhoin  tlie  Lord  loves  !!••  then 

Yon  mn>t  !!*•  !.-• 
You  will  He  take,  when  l,n-ak<  th.«  "low]/1 

To  r< 

ill  not  that  re^-t  i  r  for 

Th< 
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wept,  and  thcro  will  (Jod 
j*  off  each  tear. 

nth  nore  trial  ;  »wnf 

.  f  oppre»- 

TVr-  loved  at  -ho« 

sweetly  rest. 

••  nilver  water*  there, 

We  ahall  remember  not  the  • 
weary  f- 

May  God  be  with  us  both,  till  then, 

!  -a? en's  peace  and  gladness,  we 
^et  all  pain. 


an«l  by  the  lake, 
In  tln»  old  familiar  seat; 

vaves  came  rippling  np 
ktas  my  welcome  i 

M  in  the  early  time 

•w  rock  on  the  sb 

lie  morn  and  oft  at  eve, 
I  've  seated  me  before. 

The  nun  make*  paths  of  goli 
the  woods  across  the  bay, 
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•  in  thr  waves  around  my  f< 

••  lights  and  shadows  play. 
I  lay  aside  my  hat,  and  toss 

The  hair  from  off  my  brow  : 
The  birch,  low  drooping  o'er  my  head, 
May  kiss  me  welcome  now. 

My  heart  is  filled  with  joy  and  peace, 

•   <MH!   above, 

For  this  dear  honx-  where  I  now  dwell, 
And  which  I  so  much  love. 


WHAT  PROGRESS? 

Am  I  any  nearer  Heaven  than  I  was  a  year  ago? 
Are  my  footsteps  on  life's  journey,  although  weary,  weak 
mg  me  the  way  I  ought  to  go?  [and  slow, 

ry  time  that  over  earth  the  twilight  creepeth,  cold  and 

gray* 

Hiding,  in  its  somber  mantle,  the  departing  form  of  day, 
I  should  have  made  advancement  in  the  way. 

But  my  footsteps,  weak  and  trembling,  sometimes  take  me 
from  the  right, 

I  find  that  I  have  wandered  into  dm'  ;  <>f  li^ht, 

When  there  falleth  down  the  curtaiirof  the  ni^ht. 

But  the  by-paths  do  not  please  me,  and  I  go  back  to  the 

road, 

1  know  alone  can  lead  UK-  to  the  city  of  our  <  • 
re  I  hope,  at  hist,  to  lay  aside  my  load. 


eun  V"1  mini  pen  n 


me,  then,  O  blest  Redeemer,  to  keep  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
ngtben  me  to  keep  right  onwanl  hour,  and  day 

by  dav, 
Till  at  ht  ..en  my  weary  feet  I  stay. 


Muiiirii.  with  the  dark  brown  treesee 
\Yaving  o'er  thy  shoulders  fair; 
i  the  eye*  of  earnest  meaning, 
And  the  brow  unmarked  by  ca 

that  glance  so  deep  and  thong) 

wn? 

•10  heart  thee  homage, 

art  all  alone. 

Thou  art  thinking.  ;ne  eye-glance 

Rests  upon  the  autumn  sky, 
OiKtr  maidens  are  belt" 

;.,  O  why,  then,  am  not 

In  my  heart  lie  warm  affections 
Ch«M  I  know  not  w' 

«-ver  come,  I  wond- 
\\   th  the  heart  so  warm  and  true. 

He  plca».i 
M*r*  than  pleana 
If  a  n. '1,1,.  heart  beat  faster 
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Gentle  maiden.  l>e  n<»t  \\. .; 

doth  many  ohftllgei  !•: 
Filled  with  happine-..  tin-  I 

songs  of  lino-. 


CAPT.  OBOBOS  II.  BULKS, 

Or  SOUTH  BAKTOX 


The  following  Valedictory  waa  delivered  at  the  clove  of  i  of  1  lard w irk 

Academy,  1663. 

There  are  moments  in  life  when 

and  pleasures  of  the  ]•  •.  mimed  up,  ami  conic  crowd- 

ing them  thfl  memory  at  once.     Thus  it  s<- 

HM\V.  'I'll.-  f'tiKMiiKrancc  of  th<>  liappy  scenes  that  we  have 
enjoyed  together  here  fills  tin-  miml  at  this  moim-nt.  There 
is  no  sad  reflection  in  the  past,  and  only  in  the  present,  in 
the  thought  that  these  hright  scenes  have  come  to  an  end, 
and  in  this  little  circle  to  listen  to  a 

words  of  parting. 

And  mine  the  task  to  say  the  last  farewell — 
Would  that  my  words  could  half  my  feeling  tell  — 

•ii-e  cannot,  by  wor 
The  fervent  love  that  kindn  feel. 

Respected  teachers!  wli  you 

To  speak  a  parting  word — a  sad  ad: 

;e  is  a  feeling  veiling  heart 

That's  only  known,  w:  li  from  h  art. 

To  him,  who  here  ha-  day  by  day, 
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To  guide  us  on  war  •  way— 

Who>  :vic«  h»*  Ml  01. 

we  freely  give— 
May  joy  be  ever  bin — ami  while  we  h 

»*M  raiae 

To  speak  I  to  sound  his  |>rai»e. 

a*  here, 
,t  a  falling  tear; 

>f  soul,  so  noble  of  mind — 
Fair  shall  ever  be 

kin,  a  bam!  like  thin  itbaU  meet, 
': 

Of  all  'T*  we  can  speak  in  praise ; 

May  t  ..ml  rays, 

is,  ever  brilliant  and  clear, 
To  welcome  and  Me**,  to  comfort  and  cheer. 

word — tho  Had  adi- 

How  grieves  each  soul,  how  heaves  each  beating  heart 

iiti  we  all  shall  in 
la  these  same  bond*  of  union,  strong  and  sw« 

40,  we  know  :  — 

•jinn  air: 
( >n  life's  rough  sea  we  take  our  rapid  sail, 

•  m  our  head*  it*  yean, 
mark  onr  cheeks  with  sorrow's  falling  tears. 
Too  soon  tome  -ve  now  b< 

Shall 
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ni^lit  we  >adly  part,  and  know  not  when 
\\  ..n  earth  a^ain  : 

Bat  if  we  m  •  forget; 

:.ip  shall  i 

The  WUM.  at  twine  around  the  lieart 

Cannot  be  broken,  even  thougb  \\  •• 

h  scene  is  clo-  i-  heard, 

.  now  to  you  a  friendly  parting  word  : 
\\'.-  thank  JOU  much  that  you  1.  us  here; 

Long  will  we  hold  you  in  renicinluanec  dear; 
May  peace  and  happiness  your  ways  attend  — 
And  when,  at  length,  the  scenes  of  life  shall  • 
And  all  its  joys  and  sorrows  shall  i 
O,  may  kind  Heaven  receive  you  all  at  last, 
There,  thioii^h  a  ]OI,jr  eternity  to  dwell, 

!    I  1-id  you  all  farewell. 


IY.   .1.    i:.    i:  \\K  i\.    \>.    \>.. 

,  D.  C. 


Tin:  ATLD  BOOTCB  MITHKI:,  AND  HO\V  SHE 

\VKL(  OMKI)   Hl-;u  MAL<  OU1 

There  was  great  bustle  at  a  Highland  inn, 
One  summer  afteiuoon,  without,  within; 
For  Malcolm  Anderson — who,  years  before, 
Had  left  his  mother's  cottage,  young  and  poor, 
His  fortune  in  his  little  sailor's  eh. 

1  in  the  l.!e-inir  that  hi  ^t  — 

With  wife  and  children,  servants,  baggage,  all, 
JIad  landed  from  the  mail  coach  in  the  hall. 
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It  wan  a  :  ad, 

Thai  lo«>k.  .1  the  valley'*  bed  : 

Some  doMn  houses,  with  the  old  gray  kirk, 
A  few  poor  acre*,  1  -d  by  work- 

By  honc-t  Ili^hU  v  sweat  of  brow, 

Where  i  spade  mod  plow, 

'«**!  wives  wove  and  *j 

An  I  brought  ',  .Uiii.-H  had  'lone. 

rook  went  >isteroos,  dow 

Around  the  oatmeal  for  the  little  tou 

red  street   re  >ne, 

\ou  ww  the  yeaaty  waters  r- 
Ben  v-  •  ii  hi«  head  wrapped  in  a  ol< 

Like  some  old  £ran<l*ire,  n>r  the  landscape  bowed : 
He  taw  the  village  children  as  they  play 
He  saw  the  lov  :,'  with  the  maid; 

Down  on  these  ani  *>ar  by  year, 

looked  and  smiled,  am)  blessed  their  humble  cheer  ; 
He  looked  ami  ke  some  old  idol  grim, 

• 

He  heanl  tones  grinding  at  his  foot, 

Down  :  i  ng  watenTshoot ; 

'•am,  ran-j 
The  l.l.n-k  .,,te; 

ioors  were  open  to  the  air, 
He  heard  the  •riiidman  ii»  his  praise  and  prayer. 

r  and  the  rocks, 
hamlet  I.  (locks : 

i  is  brow  a  comet  lamh,  a  goat, 

a  tinkling  n< 
v  n,  almvi- 

\Vh«i  Mai- "lui  \v.i-.  nf  r-'iir-i-,  •;     •  .   .:.i!  ki»f\v  : 


iMdlord,  it  i>  i' 
•ity  years  1.  rid  i;one, 

:  I'liilt  up  Lone  aij-I  brawn, 

Ami  can  !i:i  1.  in  \\\<  wavv.  chestnut   ! 

•n  a  tin.   ,  BF  h.-re  a 

little  sapling,  which.  with  nimble  I'- 
ll ••  'd  •  •'. 

he  was  a  st rancor  in  tin-  very  town 
Each  foot  of  which  his  childhood  steps  had  knov. 
I.        let,  the  landlord  was  hut  lately  there, 
.  1  so  received  him  with 

r,  he  was  quite  as  frlad, 
:  widc-oined  him  ID  take  the  ln-st  lie  li 
The  r  •'  low,  the  windows  very  small  ; 

H-   and  hi>  wife  responded  to  each  call. 
T.ut  Malcnhn,  with  the  thought  jire-occut 

i   wife  and  children  soon  withdr 
And.  takinir  '»!t  hi>  dress  from  head  to  foot, 
(Quickly  jmt  «>n  a  connn..n  sailor's  V 
Pea-jacket,  pants,  and  hat-  he  wore 

When  he^went  seaward,  twenty  year 
And  then,  by  by-paths  that  in  youth  he  M  known, 
He  sought  his  mother's  cottage  door  alone. 
The  footworn  way  he  i 

Where1  he  had  shouted  out  his  chili  nig, 

\Yhere  he  had  whistled  many  a  sailor  air, 
Before  he  left  his  «rood  old  mother's  care. 

e  are,  above,  the  very  chestnut-trees 
'Gainst  which  he  aged  to  I'l.-mt  his  cliiul.iiiLr  • 
And  here,  midway,  still  stands  the  awkw  , 
That  many  a  tim-  foot  1m-  thro 

And  now  li- 
And  waits,  to  look  the  landscape  o'er,  a  while. 
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.  r— 
all. 
•II, 
A  all; 
i,  ami  >l;i 
Long  years  Ago  to  hit  la*l  sleep  h  . 

hran«-h«'s  Hpread  tt 

•i.-  ehiinnry.  awkward,  huge,  and  square, 
-.  with  slugguh  smoke  ascending  there. 
'  'h  ]  >>eneath  his  bosom  smote! 

•  throat! 
•hut  l»litnU  hit  eager  eyes, 

»w,  he  espies; 
And  hark  !— oh,  h«»\v  it  ma-l-  his  senses  re«- 

••el; 

The  ssme  sweet  voice,  broken  alth-'ujh  it  be, 
••  tang  when  he  sat  on  her  1. 
same,  although  the  precious  form 

LT  many  a  stor 

The  locks  of  auburn,  that  he  used  to  know, 
white  as  winter's  deep,  iindrifted  snow; 
«*yes  sre  dim,  that  shone  like  flowers  in  dew, 

r— deep  as  heaven*s  own  bine  ; 
:<»eks  are  blooming,  like  the  rose 
a  bank  of  melting  Alpine  snows — 
-ame  sweet  tint  that  youth  had  painted,  I 
•rapests  on  her  I  .-ad  had  hurst 

he,  waiting,  stood, 
• 

\v  sound 
<  M"  his  ovvi.  |  death-like  cottage  m 
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!!'•  knocked  again,  and  said,  in  undertone, 

11  She's  grown  quite  deaf,  I  surely  mi<_rht  have  known.'' 

14  Coom  ben !"  in  A  ay, 

As  often  to  a  guest  he  M  heard  her  say. 

She  brought  a  chair;  nor  ha<l  lie  scarce  sat  down, 

Before  he  asked  the  way  t«»  Kinlork  town. 

LMnnents  they  were  new,  hut  corase  and  rough  ; 
iglish ;    and  his  voice  was  gruflf. 

ttg  through  the  town,  across  the  hurnie's  bed, 
Keep  up  the  hill,  to  left  nor  ri^ht  your  head  ; 
When  at  the  bight,  turn  round  the  old  gray  kirk." 
She  eyed  him  once,  and  then  put  l»y  her  work. 
He  weary  seemed,  all  crouching  in  his  chair, 
And  broken  down  with  travel,  grief,  or  care. 
It  made  her  sigh.     "  And  are  ye  Scotch  by  birth  ? 
Why  went  ye  then  a  roaming  roiin'  the  earti 
"Ah.  real   Pn  Scotch;  but  I  am  altered  so, 
That  her  own  son  my  mother  would  not  know, 
Although  a  mother  kinder  could  not  be 
Before  I  left  her  and  went  off  to  sea." 
"Ah.  mon  !  of  mithers  ye  do  little  ken, 
If  that's  your  ain  conviction  of  them,  then, 
A  mither  'd  ken  the  bairn  nhe  fondly  pressed 
On  her  ain  bosom  to  a  lo'in'  r« 
Wha  teuk  the  snawy  draught  frae  out  her  breast, 
An'  toddled  roun'  in  the  auld  household  nest, 

'•1  ken  her  bairn,  her  1,,'in'  e'es  sac  k> 
Where'er  he  were,  wherever  he  had  l>e. 
Her  ear  wad  ken  hU  fn..tfa'  on  the  walk, 
SheM  ken  him  by  his  gait  ami  by  \n<  talk. 

•  tell  me,  mon,  how  far  your  foot  could  reach, 
That  ye  stid  lose  ti  out  your  speech  ? 

On  Arctic  sn.  I  ^liu's  scorch  in'  Hai 
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••re  hm'e  ye  wandered  r  .,.,„ v  lai. 

• 
The  euld  Scotch   tongue,  >   tweet    roem'riea 

fran 

la  I  have  lived  for  yr.i 
•hed;    and  then  *he  *ai  alt, 

i  ye  chance  ti| 
A  l»ai  ••  —one  Malcol 

of  that  name  I  knew  full  • 
What  '     A  merchant  there  ili<i  dwell, 

it  my  *-:••  Hii.l  luiiM,  a  .v,  too." 

"Malcolm  ant,  that  iit  very  t 

mer,  far,  a  year, 

onnier  far,  than  you  do  now  appear. 
I  beg  your  par 

he  stood  op  firm,  and  straight,  and  tall, 

walked  a  lain!  within  his  hall; 
His  i  .-  like  a  lassie's  Haft  an*  whit 

tre**y  hair  was  thick  ami  plosiiy 

vs  were  like  the  new  blawn  rose,  to  me, 
That  ham;*,  half  op. 

van  pure  as  any  SIM 
-  een.  that  answer*-  ca\ 

••  wan  a  j:  like  the  e'encn'  star — 

a  acroHti  a  sky  «»'  1 
v  that  aeemed  to  aearch  a  I 

far, 

are." 

;ani:\l  aae  lanp  a  way, 

'         ! 
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Thllfl  did  the  kind  old  mother  rise  ami  say. 
1 1  •  .•  she  \\nit 

.  up  tin-  :  summons  sent — 

"Maggie,  eoom  down,  and  st-t  tin-  suppr: 
For  now  tin-  parting  day  was  well-nigh  ^ 
An  1  M  tli.-  t\\.i  spn.jiil  "tit  a  • 

!  he  drew  ni-li  to  •  i-l  asked. 

She  closed  her  eyes,  and  drooped  her  fi-.sted 
And,  n-vrrrntly.  a  sinipli-  Lrrarc  sin- 

took  up..n  his  plate  the  food  ; 
He  tried  to  eat.  hut  still  nntourhrd  it  it 
His  soul  within  him  was  too  deeply  stirred  ; 
11. •  wa<  t"<>  hungry  for  some  h-vin^  word; 
His  heart  was  Irapin^.  in  too  ea^er  haste, 
The  s\\,  his  mother's  lips  t 

Vr  dinna  rat,  my  nmn  :   what  can  wearing? 
What  ira  Is  ther«»  ony  thin 

"  T  li>h  my  mother  n>r.l  to  make, 

I  M  gladly  t.-:  !y  for  h«-r  sake — 

taken  from  her  hand, 
I  M  be  the  happiest  man  in  any  land." 
"  /'  mean  !  "  his  mother  <|iiirk  repl 

"  There  Js  some  that's  left  from  dinner,  set  a- 
It  -tan's  within  the  pantry,  very  near; 
But  then  it  's  canld.      MaL^i'\  just  lian'  it  here!" 
"  If  it  but  have  the  ta>t«-  it  had  of  old, 
I  do  not  care  if  it  be  hot.  or  c.-hl." 
He  took  the  bowl,  and  then  he  stirred  the  spoon, 
And  she  began  t«»  mark  the  motion 
And.  when  he  twirled  it  by  BOme  ho\hoi»d  art, 
Half  from  her  ehair  lh  -  ith  -udden  stHrt; 

!  then  she  trembled,  then  was  j.ale  as  death, 
And  then  -h,-  said,  as  fast  as  came  her  breath — 


} « -I 

•1  me  o*  my  tin  M 

There,  there!  jn-i  lift  your  -»|M,..H  that  way  again. 
i  he  WM  wont  to  l( 

O  In  -i,  yewer.- 

M 

To  <  ••  home. 

Or  gin  your  braw  young  Malcolm  were  a*  brown, 

An,  aiiM.  an'  gray,  an'  1-ald,  an'  dotildit  down, 
That  V  •iiitli.T,  wail  ye  now  in 

i  .  dear  lang  syne  ?" 

.•too  had  become  In 
She  heard  agai:  familiar  tone ; 

••e  her  age«l  l.n-ath  comes  thick  and  fail, 
tear*  begin  to  fall,  at  last : 

ten  »he  goes 
•lie  glad  cry,  and.  toward  him,  throws 

v  brea«t, 

excessive  joy,  weak  and  distressed  ; 
And,  like  a  ctiil>i.  within  hi>  l»<»«>ui  hides, 

many  a  -  ron^h  face  glides. 

r  face  and  liand. 
.ills  h.-r  all  doar  names  he  can  command; 

face  she  looks,  beyond  a  dot. 
.  perchance,  can  make  h.-r  M 

.  lacking  words,  they  v 

*•  But  M  and  l>airn« — where  are  they  allT* 

ithin  a  minute's  call/' 

vs  my  achin*  e'e  ; 
I  sea  appy  day  to  see." 

in  the  cottage  ha'e  ye  surely  room?" 
:  manago  that  to 


GRKKN  Mor.NTAlN    : 

1    I 
An 

Wi*  thin  pun.' 

•'  V.  ii. -\v  ye  1  MI   \v.,ik  is  (1..- 

•• '  r  in  i  o  .  : 

•   to  see  my  loom  MI   -pimmi'  \\1.. 

are; 
K»'  IJHIL:  a  time  I  '11  ImV  t«.  n^t  me  tin 

I  eanna  bear  these  irrinklel  han't  to  ;.mld 

Till  they  are  .  Lin-  in  the  u, 

1     tllClI    Jill 

For  nrr.ltV  n--t,  t'u'  time  cii"ULfli  to 

But  hasten,  now,  your  wife  an-!  liairns  to  l»ri: 

Again-t  it  we'll  make  rca.ly  ilka  tiling: 

I  hnj.c  to  like  your  wife,  I   wai 

The  bonnie  bairns  ;  I  ho].r  that  they  '11  like 

The  good  dame's  hopes,  each  o:  ue  ; 

!ikfd  thoin  well,  ami  well  they  liked  her,  too. 
That  ni_ht  l.efore  th-  ,  h-.ly  ralm, 

They  knelt  in  prayer — they  saiiLf  an  old  E  aim; 

And  then,  the  ^oo«l  wife's  paUied  voico  instead, 
Her  Malcolm's  own  the  welcome  worship  led. 
Bright  was  the  cottage  thence,  within,  without. — 
Without  with  rose  and  woodbine  clun^  a 
Within  with  childhood  ways  and  childh" 
With  books,  and  I] 

times  would  the  <rrand-dnme  call  around 
The  little  group,  and  still  their  boisterous  sound  ; 
Wliile,  a  BJ6fl  would  swim, 

How  JM<i  .       /how  the 


pvMMwd  •  win*  «f  fcb  po«M.  !•  !««,  llMl  IMM 


!l»\    I.! 
*t  Lenore  —  the  I  ••  •  ••  — 

. 

•mparahle  worth. 

Who  <  '»r, 

I  lovable 

i    . 

!  a  ilarkneM  1-  ^o  everni" 

Left  us  with  our  !mn«ls  imj  r  stay  — 

of  a  Ian  i  t  f^row  aore, 

•  wrr-laiul  awa 
!-»re, 

loor. 

-,  alas  I 
i*t  as  the  *>r; 

te  and  I.. 

ui'l  a  rlii'.-k  ••  liiuples  ran  ••' 

.ivy  Irenes  of  flaxen  hair; 

loor. 

1  be  no!  that 

an  ovil  •• 


Gi: 


That  the  angclft  should  love  her  in-  in-  than 

uld  be  made  i 
While  up  tin  -ea, 

•  •ring  pinions  arc  more 
Than  the  flowers  the  broad  earth  o*> 

I  know  it  is  well  with  the  child  I 
For  none  ever  looked  on  her  but  to  love, 
And  none  ever  thought  of  her  n  h  — 

1  comforted  myself  that  my  darling,  my  d 
Who  dropped  from  the  spheres  with  these  marks  of  her  birth, 
Would  longer  await  at  my  <i 
heautiful  Ida  Lenore. 

The  lost  Lenore,  the  beautiful  Lenore  ! 

With  the  angelhood  at  the  rosy  gat 
By  cerulean  Kdens  her  form  1  » 

And  what  if  her  heaven-life  antedates 
On  the  dial  awhile!    in  the  (iieat  to  Be 

We  shall  find  the  Ida  Lenore, 

(  )ur  beloved  and  our  darling  evermore. 


THE  OLD  MAN  AND  Till-:  ANGEL, 


The  clock  has  plodded  abmi;  till 
In  an  Autumn  day  of  the  year; 

The  strolling  1  .....  returns  to  his  i 

From  tli>  I,  brown  and  sere  ; 

The  frost  has  nipt  the  vines  on  the  wall, 
And  the  dead  le.i  D  to  fall. 

In-doors,  the  L'landma  sits  in  her  chair, 
With  the  wrinkled  line-  «.n  her  face; 


jj  •; 

. 

40^ 

The  floor  of  the  bu  >i If, 

Low  bi 

Clearing  tin*  ta 

IH  ..  nr, 

(i  hale  looking  man,  who  mlU  her  \v 
-  near— a  .iir, 

Discounting  togeth  *ermon  r- 

-tin-lay  wed. 

al»uu<iance  <>: 
••  creeps,  »n«I  :  •'•*  shoes; 

-slm-bo(.;.  |  old  man  bring, 

oar  him  - 

•  •s  and  sings 
Mear — 
The  pra  \,e  a  harp  :igs 

and  drops  a  tear  : 

They  both  do  *etv  ^  tiitcncd  locks, 

Like  sheaves  of  grain  in  the  Autumn  shocks. 

-n/.o  in  the  old  man's  eye, 

-  a  tear  away, 

uk,     \\ "'..»t  makes  grand|>a  cry  f 
1  he  says,  "  I  remember  the  day 
It  was  sai  -Be  of  good  cheet 

me  draws  near— the  end  of  the  year." 

•rather  r • 
place  on  the  shelf 


J-Jl 


"lLr'it    th        • 

1  1  ••*  spectacle  ili; 

no  altar,  a  prayer. 

••nuiir  round  them  full, 

-foal  on  tii 
•  i<l  asleep  are  all, 

angel  comes  in  the  shape  of  heath, 
With  Lr"l«b'ii  harp  and  an  amaranth  wreath, 

An-1  whimpers  a  word  in  the  sleeper's  ear  — 
hi-  fare  .nines  a  beaming  ray, 

iy.  "  The  end  of  the  y«   . 
1  he  breathed  his  last  as  he  lay. 

!lhin,  at  the  break  of  dau'n, 
;t  the  good  old  man  and  the  an^'l  \v 


THE  OLD  IIoMK  COTTAGE. 

Anioi,  northern  hills, 

The  old  home  cottage  stands; 

The  moss  is  seen  upon  its  sills, 
The  dust  is  on  it>  Jan. 

A  quaint  old  1. 

With  woodbine  on  its  eaves; 

•oks 
The  hang-bird  'mon^  its  I.M 


O,  to  it  clinir  <»M  mu 

Dear  K  >nd<  but  death  < 
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tig  tear, 
And  in  deep  agony. 

Fro i  <  threshold  spare  ; 

•w; 

I  would  not  M6  the  grass  grow  where 
walk  wound  long  ago. 

•  glowed  the  yule-log's  winter  nV 

••erfal  roee  onr  songs ; 
house,  to  me  you  are  the  tame 
In  all  neglecU  and  wrongs. 

O,  keep  for  me  my  vacant  chair, 

My  i"r  lays  of  cheer  ; 

AUck,  what  if  I  were  hot  there, 

How  would  old  thing*  appear  ? 

Should  I  yet  meet  a  sister'*  smile, 

arms  flung  oat  to  me  ? 
Plods  on  old  Roan  his  weary  mi 
tug  and  whiffletree  ? 

My  dog — sleeps  he  upon  the  rug  ? 

Keeps  kitty  up  h- 
I  see  you  all  ensconced  so  snug — 

Myself  a  wn 

look  on  v 
as  done  for  y- 
ad  to  see  that  lowly  spot 
Beside  the  weeping  yew  : 

wished  to  come  for  mother's  sak 
Ions  how  can  I  b< 
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O,  oft  she  *s  watched  till  morning's  break 
At  duty  and  in  prayer. 

Mementos  are  anmn-j  the  t 

\Vhich  hide  tin-  L'-'ii '!'•'>  walks; 

in  the  In- 
ves  the  mullein  stalks. 

And  underneath  tli.-  :i; 
-idr  tin-  M-diry  l'i'" 

faoei  which  onoi  met  with  me, 
On  which  I  shall  not  look. 

The  garli  . -red  in  the  grove, 

By  an<n>l  finders  twin<>d — 
Alas !  they  wither,  as  I  rove — 

My  father  grows  more  blind. 

spicier  weaves  her  cunning  web 

>ut  my  old  he.h.'Min  ; 

And  on,  and  on  the  life  tides  ebb, 

Which  hear  us  to  our  doom. 

And  when  a.irain,  oh  !  when  shall  I 
Sit  round  that  welcome  hearth  ? 

And  who  remains  that  said  good-bye, 
And  who  are  not  of  earth  ? 

Among  Aland's  northern  hills, 

The  old  home  cot  Ms; 

The  moss  is  seen  upon  its  sills, 
The  dust  is  0  ihs. 

The  low-roofed  cot,  with  harns  apart; 

:  ile  ; 
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O,  ev.  .-art 

Toerery  beam  a 


'I.  I*   l)H 

\atur*  wore  her  Haunting  robe* 

1  aii'l  yellow, 

all  the  Autumn  air  was  filled 
ixes,  soft  and  mellow. 


The  scarlet  leafag.  oat 

;  south  winds  were  bending; 

.tli  tint  Autumn  day 
A  tad,  sweet  dream  is  blen  : 

She  stood  beneath  oar  <  r  eea, 

;i  September; 

A  radiant  creature  in  her  pride 
•«H!.  and  - 

•ily  glance  fell  full  on  n. 
On«  reathlcM  min 

A  P«  ad, 

)i  scorn  a  i  it. 

-nod  country  lad; 

Iks  and  l.i 

I  witi  .  ways— 

8h«  airy  graces! 
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I  with  uncouth,  uncultured  thoughts, 

She  with  her  wealth  of  polished  words 
And  piquant  grace  of  gesture  ! 

iteful  glamour  o'er  me  fell, 
For,  with  a  gloomy  dai 

I  loved  her,  though  that  very  love 
Seemed  but  a  fond  (lesj)airing. 

She  went  her  way,  and  I  went  mine ; 

Then,  in  the  gay  September, 
I  with  a  world-full  to  forget — 

She  nothing  to  remember. 

Since  th<  .1  lulled  with  the  world, 

An«l  caught  its  courtly  graces; 

But  ever  in  a  feverish  haste, 
Amid  its  forms  and  faces, 

My  heart  has  seemed  to  seek  for  one 

It  worship^  most  and  prizes  ; 

But  many  Autumn*  have  returned 

With  their  flamboyant  guises. 

1  many  times  the  old  roof-trees, 
In  ruddy  colors  burning, 
Have  brought  sharp  memories  of  that  day; 
But  not  its  sweet  retnnni 
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r\n 

Kill!  of  joy  ;i 

M  above, 
ark  net*, 

i-arth  A  beauty — 

Com  the  dty  1 

•he  sky; 
sUrry  wty, 
t^ses  by. 

Hn  .t»  glory 

and  lore 
Is  the  ray  of  sunshine 


THi:  -I  M  (X)MING. 

Witi 

Unt  bloo 
•-mounta  .iml  bowers; 
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When  o\  :  >\v 

Is  clothed  in  ^rcen  ati 
id  gladness  in  her  gayety, 
Strikes  loud  her  joyful  lyre  ! 

All  nature  sn 

\\"lii-n  Summer  rules  the  \v 
With  fields  of  grass  and  waving  grain, 

Like  banners  nil  unfurled  : 
songsters  of  the  woodland, 

In  j iln mage  bright  and  gay, 
Unite  to  trill  their  joyous  1, 

In  merry  roundelay. 

There's  splendor  in  old  Winter, 

When  all  his  blasts  are  keen, 
And  over  all  the  forest  trees 

H-'  spreads  h 
But  when  each  field  and  meadow 

Breathes  Summer's  l.almy  air, 
Young  Gladness,  iu  her  gayety, 

Strikes  loud  her  joyful  ly: 


REJOICE— THE  STRI II :  1-  ENDED. 

Written  ut  the  clou  of  the  Rebellion. 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  t! 

For  our  country  and  its  la 
The  right  prevails,  the  battle's  ended 

In  victory  to  the  Union  cai 


fe  ia  ended; 
1  freedom  rttgna ; 
Muiket  ball  and  cannon  blended 
To  break  and  banitth  alavery'* 

ce  ajraiu  '  with  a  heart 

•it  thegloriea  bravely  « 
•;iou%an«l  iliankn!  l»-i  every  voice 
ut  the  aorvioe  that  ia  done. 

\  -  naved  from  trcauon,  death, 

ice  redeemed  from  §la\. 

itett  breath, 
The  valor  of  our  Soldiery. 


II!  i:  M  u,)OL  BOY'S  SONG 

Away,  away  to  school  I  Ml  go, 

Thus  e«  i  it  he; 

Over  t  -d  snow, 

I  '11  • 

1  will  -vay, 

ike  myaelf  a  fool ; 

boy*  at  play, 
Wi- 
lly t  ey, 
hall  do; 

•**y» 

I  '11  spoak  witli  pr.),uptneaa,  too. 
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I  '11  inin.l  n,.  .  as  I  ought  ; 

My  i  .:  n, ,t  |,«.  lost; 

For  learning,  though  so  dearly  bought, 

Is  doubly  worth  the  cost. 

To  school,  to  schro]  I  tin  n  will  go, 

-•I  study  while  I  may; 
I'll  live  to  learn,  and  learn  to  do 
My  duty,  every  day. 


THE  DAY  OF  JUBILEE. 

JAKUAKT  1,  18«3. 

Freedom  reigns  !  the  glorious  day, 

The  day  of  jubilee  I 
Slavery's  power  has  lost  its  sway, 

Its  victims  ever  free. 

Rejoice  ye  hills,  ye  mountains  1 

Declare  the  glory  far  ; 
Freedom  is  king  !  and  justice  nigh 

Is  crowned  an  honored  star. 


The  morning  breaks,  the  sun  appears 
To  light  the  course  of  future  years ; 

lawn  has  flushed  tin-  Noitl 
The  Southcin  clou  re  it  fly. 

day  has  r 
Let  Freedom  Lrladden  every  voice; 


'»'  POBTBL  I :; :•; 


Th»  fellow  I  n«  POM  WM  wriliM  M4  4*liv«f»4  •!  U*  clw*  of  ttw  SHi 


A    I 
ht,  when  slumber's  curtainA  soft 

•:IIT  *  tluit  I  never  MW 
.0  to  me  i  ams. 

It  will  IT  tw.-nty  weary  years, 

in  tin-  t- 

•t  she  came  la--  aid  stood 

ID  silence,  by  my  - 

I  t!mtj«:l  • 
That  she  hu 

v  grave 

In  t  ii-yani  so  low, 

f  her  pine  sonl  ^'..n,.  | 

I.«T  dl 
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I  had  forgotten  nil  the  tears 

To  her  .1,-ar  D 

I  thought  I  saw  Iji-r  living  face — 
Forgctt  i 

'.tit  hair  had  a  golden  L.rl'>\v, 
II.  i  eyes  were  calmly  bright, 

lentl  like  the  drifted  snow, 
the  moan's  hill  li^ht. 

A  bleteed  ••aim,  a  tranquil  peace 
Seeiiii-il  her  whole  mien  to  fill; 

Like  starlight  on  a  placid  lake — 
So  holy,  yet  so  still. 

Joyful  I  took  her  hand,  and  gazed 

Into  her  eyes  serene  ; 
She  seemed  as  far  remove.}  from  me 

As  if  seas  swept  between. 

With  awe,  yet  not  appalled,  I  pressed 

My  ]\]^  upon  her  face; 
Then-  M-cine.l  to  be  between  us,  yet, 

A  vast  and  awful  space. 

A  gulf  too  wide  for  thought  to  pass, 
Though  .vtronLr  its  win JTS  and  l!< 

A  barrier  placed  between  our  souls, 
Forbidding  them  to  meet. 

Alarmed.  I  cried — MO,  mother!   fr 

What  i-  this  : 
And  whence  and  why  :'nl  void 

That  seven  the<-  from  me'.- 


. '       '  -     - 


<iak !  speak !  my  soul  it  faint  with  dread, 

»w, 

fmotest  star  oVrhetd 
Seenu  much  more  near  than  tlioo." 

faint  an  :  iwoke— 

Ti.  1  long  been  .lead. 

Redeemer,  wh<  me, 

Tlmt  awful  ^iilf  \vl  :ilM 

. 

I'hee  alone; 
Be  Thou  its  strength  » 

'  faint  an  :  tig  steps 

Safe  .  if  ill  way. 

wht-n  the  shores  •  s  are  gained, 

I  drear  gulf  safely  pas* 
i  meet  tha 

at  last 
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to-day ; 
A  year  .1 

•f  sUtem  meet  once  m- 
.  we  are,  in  numbers,  f 
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For  this  how  thankful  \ve  should  he, 
That  we  Ve  1"  ir  to  see  ; 

While  OO6,  who  met  with 
Is  gone  —  alas!  sh  here. 

she  is  n«  • 

With  smile  so  bright  and  langh  so  <_'• 
For  she,  80  full  of  health  ami  1 
Has  left  this  world  of  toil  ami  ri 

O,  how  we  miss  that  smih-  ami 
That  tiM'il  to  make  our  hearts  rejoice; 
That  form,  so  full  of  life  and  LTiace  — 
Those  pleasant  eyes^that  mirthful  face. 


was  a  noblr  \§  i,:ii,d, 

As  seldom  ever  you  will  iin-l  ; 
Her  work  on  earth  was  quickly  done, 
Ami  she's  gone,  we  trust,  to  a  better  home. 

Let  's  imitate  those  virtues  rare, 
That  we  admired  in  her  so  fair  ; 

1  may  the  tie^that  hinds  our  he; 
Grow  stronger,  until  life  departs. 


4  .7 

mt>»Llklftl        t   •  !«••«  if  THI   rUMOT  7*. 


The  feltovlas  poem  vw  4*lir«r*d  M  Ih*  Ptrk-rUa  PH«*  §p»«ftl»c.  M  UM  cteM 

of  .Hammer  tonu  *  pHa*  WM  •w*ni«4  to  Mr.  L.  far  UM  mm»     1 1 

ii  In  oaMMMVfttkM  oT   lb«  l.^hi.t  «*~ih  M4  b«rUJ.  •!•«.•/•• 

!•    I  !>• 


ii:  BUBIAI  :.V. 

lion  croaobM 
' 

ilinr'n  rocky  fortrets  • 
Guards  the  entrance  of  the  tea ; 
There  we  anchorr  »ni 

toward  bound  upon  a  furlough. 
Boon  we  saw  their  gleaming  armor, 

not, 

AM  adown  the  rocky  fortreas 
Game  the  tread  of  tramping  feet 

•oard,  we  hail  the  heroes — 
••red,  scarred  a  worn  heroea, 

ht  at  Balaklava— 
ind  bled  at  the  Crimea — 

lia, 
ice 

-y 're  glad  and  hap 
lorrow's  HUH  will  find  them 
homeward  sail 
:ht.i  of  home  and  lored  onea 

\Va  -re 


Gl:  TS. 

Make  the  hour  of  us; 

Th'iu-h  tin-  <  .if  the  eamp-fire, 

••:ich  other  in. 

:i   the  (  ':ij  'innainl  : 

"  He.-ive  the  anrh«r.  h'MVC  away/' 

!x  i>  hear  1  the  clinking  eaj 
:  the  LTnitiiiLT  "f  the  chain, 
As  they  slowly  weigh  the  anchor. 

All  is  hurry  and  confusion  ; 

ks  frientl  to  bid  good  bye; 
Hands  are  clasped — the  last  word  spoken, 
Messages  to  loved  '<mr<  <_ri 
'Mid  the  waving  of  the  'kerchi- 
And  the  sobbing  of  the  won 
\Vhile  the  ^ratincj  chain  i^  (dink 
And  the  captain  inmand, 

!y  from  the  harboi 
i  the  boats  that  bear  the  loved  01 
Fade  upon  our  sight  away. 

Tbere  's  a  form  surpa-  ly, 

Standing  by  the  quarter- rail inir. 
Waving  still  her  hand  to  some  one 
In  a  boat  that's  fast  receding. 
Who  is  she  beside  the  railing. 

re  so  sad  and  lonely  ? 
'Tis  the  brave  lieutenant's  .lauLr 

1  the  boat,  so  fast  rece<l 

Is  her  own  devoted  lo 
He  who  never  more  shall  clasp  her 
art  as  oft  of  yore. 
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raltar  in  left  far  away, 
•  H  of  evening  have  cloaed  on  the  day. 

-.til  from  the  Hurting,  tin  I  i.  be  atm, 

Hut  thf  Hky  and  tin*  •  •••••an  of  fathomleat  green; 

The  soldiers  are  gat 

nielli  can  be  heart!  Im? 

Of  laughter  and  -1,  ..-i  an-i  the  song 

t fully  liorne  from  th<*  jovial  • 

ry  with  w 
1  U.i-  -•. 

it  care  they  for  carnage,  where  rolls  the  broad  oeeu 

me  for  r«  r  foam- 

So  the  bowl  ami  the  jpHt,  the  toa«t  and  the  aong, 
Are  noisily  patted  • 

•vo<l  and  the  fair 

Who  are  waiting,  a'  ore. 

>e  heart*  of  the  vet'rans  within  them  are  yean; 
hearts  of  the  lovers  within  them  are  burning 

i.  a-  in  long  days  of  y 
The  1  Ubion's  shore. 

toast  and  song  are  hashed 

«»w  are  gathered  round — 
\  nob,  a  tear  the  ntor 

•i  that  little  room 

iLj  now. 

Tli.-  i>ra\«>  lieutenant  weeps  to  846 
Death  i  s  brow. 

angry  breath 
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Slui  irh  the  cordage  of  the  ship  ; 

The  muttering  thunder  peala  and  rolls, 

1  lurid  lightning  veins  the  sky, 
Amid  the  ho\\  the  storm. 

;  !  how  the  ship's  bell  tolls  and  tolls, 
As  't  were  some  voice  on  distant  shore 

•:LT  for  departing  s 
Within,  the  gloomy  power,  Death, 
Is  traced  upon  a  peerless  form 
O'er  which  a  mother  bends  and  weeps. 
"  Mother  don't  weep  for  me,"  she  said — 
•   It  's  Crowing  dark  and  col(} ;  but  then 
To-morrow,  ere  the  sun  be  risen, 
My  soul  will  be  beyond  the  skies, 
Freed  from  this  weak  and  trembling  prison. 
Tell  Bert  I  'in  waiting  for  him  there; 
And,  Father,  at  the  sun<»-t  hour, 
When  lulls  the  storm,  then  bury  me." 
She,  so  young,  so  fair,  was  dead. 

'•ry  hope  younL'  1"'  "fished, 

In  that  hour,  with  her,  had -perished. 

The  morning  dawned,  the  clouds  had  fled  away, 
And  o'er  the  ocean  1  the  orb  of  day, 

veary  hours  draped  their  lengths  along, 
And  now  th'  appointed  hour  was  drawing  near. 

g  Min,  in  all  his  splendors  ili^ht, 
Seemed  loth  to  \ie\v  the  m -mrnful,  soI.Miin 
And  hid  behind  a  bank  of  ^old«"i 
That  shed  a  somber  and  funereal  hue 
Upon  the  heaving  bosom  of  the  deep. 

ind  and  wave  together  sobbed  and  moaned 
In  whispered  cadence  of  a  p 
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i  *t«»opftl  the  Wave 

Forth  came  the  •umrooned  crew, 
Beari 

Tren  il  in  -I- . 

'.-•!   lu-ar1 

The  •tain)***  marble  of  that  fair  young  face— 
Thoae  eyelid*  clo*.  orb* — 

The  curU  of  p  »w, 

T  would  eaM  the  blow  thai  -  bleeding  hen 

The  Ahip'*  bel!  l>alpitatin^  heart 

Of  our  im-r  ili- 

Tlir  once  now  drew  near, 

lianly  men,  witli  t.-ar  .ir.-j,,  in  their  eyea. 

it  mvHtiM 

Bobbing ; 
A  grief  too  d« 

e  were  who  in  that  soleinn  hoar 

. 

t  an*rry  seas, 

AM  soothing  aa  the  balm  of  [>ara<iiHe — 
41 1  am  the  re- 
vert were  turn  chaplain'*  voice 

It  was  a  §<>i  r  all. 

Here  lay  th««  1  n  youth, 

1  iiera,  weepinp,  baretl  their  head*. 
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Again  the  ship's  be  -11   •  low 

itli  the  \\.  ,.th  to  set:  — 

'•  was  a  | 

Th<  ap, 

An-!  gon«  :    the  MUI  that  in.  . 

The  1)1, 

'  soon  tlu-  lie.  i  -tellar  li^lit  : 

'.ovril  ?  not  in  tin-  eold 
Deep  ocean  where  the  dull  « 
But  <  ml 

Those  radiant  orbs.  who<«-  li^ht  serene 
Lies  mirrored  on  tin-  IM.SOIN  of  t! 

\-  wild  will  stray 

To  that  pale  forni  l.i-rn-ath  tlio  ocean  lf»1 
\\'t;ipj.c<l  in  tl  iniiny 

And  laid  within  the  c:r.  the  dr«-p, 

Whore  finny  h»inl>  do  fain.  :ind  -li.t: 
Of  thiiii:-.  un-«M-n  \>\  man.  do  hold  their  sway  — 
Where  treasni.  (h  ami  heant 

Amid  the  coral  reefs  and  whitening  bo 

t!i  !  thy  t'orni  ; 

When  thoii  d<  :    hut  when  thv 

Thou  -hare-t  \\  ith  the  . 

ini  and  teirilile  ! 

earth  can  tell  us  of  her  dead  :  hut  thon, 
O,  evi-r  chaiiLrinir  sea  !  art  ni'ite  and  dunih  : 
Ohlivion  shrouds  the  sc<-i«  ts  of  thy  l.-i- 


Tin-  ani/'-U  ,,f  (  ',«(]  are  V 
Wli.-re  tlie  wind  and  the  wave  li 

.    mark  well  li  aid, 

tid. 


H  : 

. 

<<a«ure«  that  li  li  tin-  «li««-|.  ma 

All-l  llu-  I..M-II  M"W   |.i«t   ' 

uioon  ke»'|H-lli  uat  .••  place 

•  •  b«>autv  >l.r»ce; 

There  ever  the  mtinic  of  ocean  shall  swell, 

hant  a  tweet  »ong  where  our  loved  ones  dwell, 
.:i  arouae  thone  that  sleep, 
longer  her  trcaaurea  can  keep. 


Miss  A.   H    <  U-ROX, 


CHERISH  THE  [JVU 

A  pallid,  Borrow-stricken  man 
Stood  bending  o'er  the  gr.i 
Ami  tears  fell  fa*t  ti|.on 

•il-l  not  save. 

lifted  his  M  oyea  to  God, 

1  t->  Him  f..r  aiii ; 
A  sage,  in  passing,  asked  of  him 
\Vliy  snch  complaint  was  made. 

44  Because,"  he  answered,  "  when  alive, 

I  was  scorned,  and  oft  reviled— 

ih   I    »<"/•  ran  see. 
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tre  liiin  : 
if  for  all  tli.-  | 

unkind. 

Would    I    :i   -ha  ! 

..  ^ 

The  sage  he  «juickly  H 

well  thy  living  iVi. 
.t.l." 


A  REGRET, 

The  dreams  of  my  youth  a 

As  the  dewdrops  vanish  at  tin*  coming  »['  .lav. 

And  what  of  the  day*  of  my  ^irihoo 

The  years  of  youth's  suiiliiiLT.  beautiful  nn»rn? 

•  V.Mr-  ha\  e  1 n  given  t<>  me  iii  vain  ; 

Naught  can  I  show  but  vexation  and  pain. 

What  deeds  of  glory,  what  a  noble  life 

Would  I  ever  choose,  amid  >in  a; 

How  I    joyed  to  think  of  the  brilliant  01 

•  aid  leave  on  the  paLr»'>  «»f  future  fame! 
But  now  ashes  of  >ne 

Remain  in  my  «rra-p.  for  me  to  bemoan. 

Like  ^limmerinir  liLrlits  that  di>apj>ear, 
Each  dream  ha>  left  m<»  —  ••  ir; 

Like  a  leaf  on  a  8tr<  -urn, 

The  frirnd-hip>  a;i  1  joys  of  childhood  are  gone; 
Chea  leasure,  the  chalice  of  , 
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n.    M.    TKXJfKY, 


LI)    HI* 

Weary  year*  hi  ft  my  early  home, 

,o  scene*  -od,  o'er  i  :e  to 

I  ha*  BJM  all  along  the  track  of 

hirling  winds 

Sorrow**  band,  with  blighting  pressure,  baa  been  laid  upon 
my  brow, 

i£  trace*,  that  remain  there,  even  now. 
1    have    baltl<''l    in   tiu%    i.'«»Mt«'-l.   Mir_'in^.' 
thr 

i<ls  of  hat  tings  of  crnel 

wr«>: 

Home  nobler  part ; 
••art. 
I   have   wandered,   \v.  igh  the 

ucfi  of  ea 

Croaaed  •  —.-,-11  the  icebergs  of 

Ik; 

slow-moving  waters— <) rifted   down  the 

and  rugged  mountain  ;  entered  deep  the 
darkftoin 

riu  '.:.  •  i-!:»"-ic  i  MTiimn- ;    Uii'i-it-n-.l     •:   ti.«    i  .ith 


01: 


the    l.lii.'!  Hits,  from  tin- 

bloody  hand. 

in  h:i\.-  -\\.>pt   up-ii  me  —  borne  me  in  tlioir 

... 

Tim  l.imls  and  nations,  from  my  old,  my 

.ivy  with  this  |  :..n:jin«:  for  the  life  of  (.1.1, 

I  ha  .1  footsteps  from  the  highways  ronirh 

i  cold  — 
Turned  them   towards  the  olden  L  ttdl   tin- 

scenes  of  early  life, 
Where  I  spent  my  opening  manhood,  where  I  entered  first 

the  strife. 
I  am  nearin«j;  in  the  distnncc  ri<«-  tin-  mountains  to  my  \  •'. 

ntains  near  th«  !«'epin«,r  in  the  wc»it«-rn  hltie. 

v  .a  time   I  watched  the  sunheains   tin^'1   thoir    hrows 

with  r<><y  liLrht, 
Bathe  them  o'er  with  Lr"ldon  splendor,  at  the  . 

night. 

Here  's  the  valley,  there  the  woodland,  where  the  dreamy 

shadows  fly, 
When    the  day's  last   part  i^es   from   the   western 

chambers  die. 
Many  a  time  I  Ve  walked   that  woodland,  deep  within   its 

lonely  shade, 
:d  the  wild  and  sad'ning  music,  that  the  wind  through 

pine  trees  made  ; 
Heard  with  heart  and  mind  so  deeply  that  the  sound  ri 

in  my  ears, 
Is  its  sad  and    solemn   murmur   down   through  all  the 

moving  j 

••  's  the  river  winding  '•lowly  through  the  valley's  fertile 
plain, 


.ilmly  on 

_;  ru*hc«,  a«  t). •  ,  of  yore. 

There  are  wavelets  of  that  river,  l»r,r 

Beat  -her  never  will  de- 

;  .  i   t . 

!  ic  place  a  homestead.    O  bow  quick  the 

»w  deep  the  fount  of  feeling  stirs  at  sight  of  my  old 

O,  ray  *•  th  longing,  and  my  heart  beaU  deep 

ami  fast, 
AB  the  wave*  come  surging  o'er  me  from  the  ocea 

>w  dark  seems  all  the  pre-  how  dreary  on  its 

I  AH  -he  shadows  t" 

these  memories  crowding  o'<  ^ing  all  my  - 

Bear  140; 

.ife*s  now  cloning  y- 

th    and  early  manhood — all  its  joy,  and  hope, 
ami  fear. 

. LJ  with  th«'ir  . 

Decking  me  with  fairy  garlandi* — binding  me  in  flowery 

. 

timings  led  me  in  the  path  of 

i— 

nift  earthly  <iarkn<>»s  to  the  upper  re*lma 

..f   ! 


TS. 

i.cside    in  in     my    • 

Gazing  with  me  d  future,  gleaming  then, in  golden 

. 

Hen-  w.'  here  we  raniMed  through  the  rosy  montlis 

and 

Feeling  th.-n  no  grief  or  sadness— clouded  imt  with  gl" 
fears. 

Soon  the  days  of  childhood  h-ft  us  in  tin-  golden 
youth, 

Then  we  sought  and  gathered  knowledge — gathered  spark- 
ling gems  of  truth, 

I  in  College,  she  with  teachers  in  th»>  distant  husy  town, 

Strengthened  mind  and  power  and  feeling — wore  the  earn 
est  scholar's  crown. 

i  wa>   th  'ne,  manhood's  zeal  in- 

spired my  life, 

And  I  moved,  in  stirring  action,  with  the  marching   ranks 
of  M 

Wliile  I  moved  among  the  victors,  crowned  with  garl.t 
1  had  won; 

While  the  future  shone  before  me,  a  :  voices  called 

me  on, 

Came  a  summons  from  the  present,  from  my  rem- 

liling  hand, 

ling  me  to  ha-ten  hoincwjird — calling  me  with  sad  c 
maud. 

There   my  mother'  !in«r,   fading  from   the 

mortal  sight, 

Gazing  to  the  heavenly  mansions  through   the  gloon. 
\y  niL'lit. 

Sweetly,  softly  passed  sli«-  from  us,  moving  to  IP-: 
if  — 


S  "I 

the  bleat. 

lister  gr«  icronly  »tay  ; 

Begged  me  nerer  more  to  leave  her,  while  the  w» 

trt  grew  -id  my  blood  ran  cold 

••'  —saw  the  color  come  And  go ; 
•  >n  her  sweet  and  lore- 

that  life  was  shortening,  as  I  saw  iu  crimson 

trace. 
i  there  came,  from  oat  the  city,  Kchool  mates  to  my  sis- 

••ar; 
One  there  was  among  the  number  that  continued  with  na 

re; 
.  too,  caught  the  whispered  accents  from  the  angel'a 

heavenly  breath, 
That  my  sister  moved  before  us  to  the  lonely  shades  of 

80  tff  w  -r,  caring—doing  all  that  mortal  power 

iU  do; 
Guarde«l  inger  all  that  long,  long  S 

O,  those  days  are  memory,  pictured  there  to  deep 

and  fast, 
That,  as  long  as  ear t lily  life  is,  they  will  rise  from  out  the 

past! 
re  came  a  change  upon  me,  sweetest  change  to 

mortals  giv< 
Save  it  be  the  bright  transition  from  this  earthly  up  to 

Heu 
I  struck  on  my  t  ring*,  waking  all 

tlit  _r  strain, 
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Called  sweet  music  out  of  sorrow,  softened  §] 

Lov.  of  being,  a  all  the 

of  1 
e  me  on  its  heavenly  ;  ar  above  imoi 

:nl    and    •M-liMnlmatp  of  my  B    from    whom 

ne'er  would  j 
i  won  my  admiration,  th- 
She  v      „  '.  how  soul-full  -e  longing,  !«•• 

M, 
!i  that  far  away  expression,  in  v. 

sion  lies. 

was  noble — gifted  with  a  roach  and 
.t   looked  deep  in   all  the  present,  far  l.elmv  tl.. 

sought. 

In  her  mingled  all  the  woman's  finer  fancy,  feeling,  lo\ 
And  >he  slid-.  ,t  fr«»m  ai 

And  I  1-  loved  so  deeply,  that  my  love  will  n 

fade, 
But  will  live  with  all  my  being,  e'en  through  death's  last, 

dreary  shade. 
She,  too,  felt  the  trembling,  quivering  bliss  of  loving  in 

her  heart, 
And  our  spirits  ran  together,  never,  never  more  to  ; 

i  each  day,  on  angel  pinions,  flew  by  us  to  join  the 
last, 
And  we  lived  in  all  the  present  ot  how  soon 

\  was  past. 
Then  my  sister  looked  upon  us,  MIW  how  d< •• 


1  ns  joy  in  all  the  future,  while  she  lunged  for 
ful 


:  <tt  fawn  ail  the  power 
free  from  tin*!  controlling 
:>g  toward*  tl. 

Irop*  its  shackle*—  on  the  wing*  of  angel* 
•oar*. 

uged  the 

1  UH  to  her  hedni  -  "  we  moat  Uke 

more  rent  ; 

home  too  clone  confinement,  carin    for  her  ever 


M   row  <:  —walk  along  the  fragrant 

80  W6   kiMdl  faithful 

hai 
ked  along  the  fragrant  mca  'ing 

Moved  upon  •  nil  water,  softly  floated   down  the 

1  npon  as  seemed  like  mu.- 
a  dream. 

t  he  woodland,  gentle  whispering 

breeie. 

8we«  :ime  the  magic  of  that  hoar, 

we  talked  with  tyet  and   laMpvage,  intluenced  hy  iu 

In  thos<*  »sy  wing*  of 

Yran  w«-  n,  as  two  spirita  sometime* 


GREEN 
"For  tru*  lives  we  count  by  h^art-throbs"  by  th 

When  long  days  at-  n  moments,  and  full  ytar 

it 


\Vhcn  we  started  down  the  river,  clouds  were  sir. 

tli«>  west; 

ikened    from   their   slnmher,  as   the  wind 

turhed  tl 
Thickened  from  the  hidden  i-hamhers,  where  (li--  stnnn 

makes  their  ful«l, 
Ami  alon^  tlie   bonding  hoavons.  in   tlieir  Hullcn  grandeur 

roll 
Careless  as  we   drifted   downward,  'noatli    tlie   wood!.! 

cooling  sha'i 
\V-'  liad  noticed  not  the  heavens,  till  the  li<rht  bcga 

fade, 
And  we  gazed  and  sa\v  the  columns  march  int:  np 

the  skies, 
Marching  with  their  front  of  blackness,  filling  uj>  the  bi 

on  high  : 
•n  she  sat  and  held  the   rudder,  while  I  plied  the  1> 

ing  oars, 
And  we  moved,  in  solemn  swiftness,  by  the  woodland  skirt- 

ed shores  ; 
Still    the  cloi;  thicker,  darker  —  ga/.ing    with    tlieir 

dreadful  frown 
On  the  river,  forest,  mountain  ;  on  the  cottage,  hall 

town  ; 
Gazing  with   their  flashing  darkness,  muttering  in 

.idful  wrath  ; 
\Ye    could  feel  the  air  all   trembling  with    their   drifting 

sulph'rons  breath  : 
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•  an  awful  ttillneas  o'er  the  river,  field  And 
breath  and  wait<  coming  of  the 

fio 

\Ve  had  neared  the  ancient  U>  1  we  were  approach- 

When  the  .  U  burnt  upon  u»,  and  around  u«  roared 

the   I- la 

a  iU-h  ,  from  ont  the 

lark, 
k  a  pine  that  stood  above  us,  hurled  it,  'croai  oor 

:  bark — 

nee*  covered  all  my  viv  I  saw  and  felt  no  more, 

days  and  weeks  of  stupor  held  me  in  their  death- 

i  I  waked  with  dreadful  feelings,  stirring  all  remaining 

life 

weary,  soul-felt  mourning,  into  ceaseless,  aching  strife. 
O,  my  soul  was  clothed  in  darkness,  and  my  life  bereft  of 

it  me  that  all  happiness  destroy. 
Two  •»  in  the  tempest,  on  that  raging,  awful 

night, 
Passed  away  from  all  the  earthly — took  their  upward,  heav- 

.  all  the  mournful,  weary  motion  of  the 
year*, 

*  lonely  trav'ler  through  this  earthly  vale  of 

lows,  onward  drifting  o'er  my  old,  my  early 
home, 
mo  that  the  day  is  ended,  that  the  night  is  coming  on, 


OF.  T3. 


I  '11  clo^e  the  book  of  nuMu'ry. 

blinjr  l,.-i 
again,  the  seas  of  action  towai 

Land. 


MRS.   CA 

or  WAKRIIT. 


AUTl  M\. 

The  autumn  wind*,  \vitli  wailing  notes, 

Are  sighing  through  the  ti 
The  willow  leaves  go  floating  by, 

Borne  onward  liy  tin-  l-n^ze; 
The  swollen  streams  are  rushing 

And  bearing  them  away; 
Relentless  time  is  carrying 
•To  the  great  and  gathering  day. 

\\  ".-  reek  our  abodes  of  comfort  and  ease, 

the  autumn  Ii1;i  ;>  by, 

And  the  Ma/'  il  lijrht, 

For  tlic  rvrninir  that  ilrawcth  i. 
But  tin-  ni;:ht  «>f  death  is  C',ini. 

And  are  you  prepared  to  L 
Are  your  treasures  all  in  11 

Or  are  they  here  below  ? 

Like  the  faded  leaves  of  autumn 

Borne  onward  by  the  bre< 
So  our  friends  depart  and  Icavi-  u>, 


4»nel    fu 


»or  be  not  eloaed  against  on, 
vre  be  wa 

•oaring, 


*.._.-     •.-  1    .-i  !<•  n^  A-k-l.  bj  nj  IIMU  bnj     •  1    •    •  •  •    ' 

Tired  my  darling?  ye«. 

[  would 

_r  yearn. 

•  rn*  that  *o  wild. 

Unable  t-  un; 

Weary  of  ae«?i 

.0  dear  fr  .v,  arc  saying  R<X>  i 

iu  t.'nr^  -H; 

Yen,  my  »wo. 
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passes  away ; 

.  with    ili 
Miips  an'  faUr,  and  love  is  untrue  — 

..••mine's  bri^j 

kin.)  wi.nls  ami  wishes  s<.  seldom  arc  u- 
Although  tin-  j-oor  heart  may  he  bleeding  ami  brui 

thanks  be  tO  God,   1  !.   just  alp 

To  where  j.aitinuN  aif  over  ami  toai 
\Yhen  the  enemy,   I>eath,  will  forever  ho  slain, 
Ami  the  ^....1,  iiia-K-  iinni..rtal.  with  JetOI  shall  n  ' 
An-1  hask  in  the  sunlight  that  comes  from  the  thr 
^\'ith  h'lid  Hallelujah,  'in-ath  H«M  h  dome. 


oil    lA'.'Y  UB  III!   DP  AND  DOING. 


(  Mi  !  h-t  us  he  uj>  and 

The  Qigl  'njr  on  — 

t  lie  tiriM?  lor  labor, 

To-morrow  may  never  come. 
The  careless  are  all  around  us, 

And  sinners  dread  to  die  ; 
Oh!  let  us  strive  to  prepare  them 

For  a  beautiful  home  on 


Let  us  tell  them,  in  t  accents, 

Of  a  Savimir's  dyinjj-  : 
How  He  came  to  suffer  in  ant:'! 

Fiom  His  beautiful  home  abo 
And,  aLo  I  am  always  with  you"  — 
uise  is  sweet  and  i 


:rmre. 
Lkn, 

What 

VOQ. 

. 

11  be  bowed  with  woe  ; 
MDepa  :  lie,  ye  curved,'1 

•  r  know. 
be  one  < 

•  Veil  done 
Lay  aside  • 

the  new  and  beautiful  one. 


4.7 


,  are  lak<  tal  ; 

u  are  all  paved  \\ 
Tkfrf  loom  for« 

m,  be  up  and  iloing^ 
Take  hinnors  by  the  ha 

ns  beset  with  jew. 
As  we  enter  the  p*»«!lv  hm-l. 


LINES 


Another  iii  Heav.  ni'.ther  1 

O'er  the  eorj,..e  .,('  tli-  I  ehild, 

lior  strirken  In-art,  like  a  wounded  i 

:Uli  wil.l. 
She  had  pillowed  all  three  mi  li< 

Could  she  bury  the  l.i 
An«l  scai  re  the  ones  at 

Than  the  rhil.llr—  parent's  Imiw. 

The  fat:. 

Till  it  seemed  his  soul  won! 

i  through  the  dark  valley  and  shadow  .,t 
re  is  known  no  earthly 

•  me  down  o'er  his  eait' 
And  had  titled  around  his  hearth  ; 

i  ho  saw  fre-di  tea: 
And  this  \\-as  tli  ;h. 

But  in  Heaven,  bright   H'-aven.  that  j»lac«>  of 

.ilh  the  Lanih's  eil'nli:ent  rays, 
Two  sweet  little  angels  clothed  in  \\ 

Were  ehantiiiLf  .Jehovah's  j,ra: 
When  the  pearly  irk, 

And  they  clasped  in  <•  ;1»  hand, 

Their  little  carth-i  ith  a  golden  harp, 

A  loving  and  happy  band. 

r,  amid  the  flowers  of  1 

y  can  pluck  the  sweetest  and  best  — 


lay, 

.all way  now, 
now  are  Je«nt'  lamb*, 

y  l>oa  r. 

( >h  -AM?  to  weep, 

These  three  1  H  be 

fair  tree. 


Th.  MlowiBf  po*m  WM  4Hltrr«sl  «t  the  Junior  KihlMii. •• 

, 

:.»w, 

i  j-ilo  of  woe. 
••«Kant  K-  i  was  ho, 

He  had  few  cares  upon  hi-  min<i  — 
Few  hairs  upon  his  head. 


GREEN  MO 

II-'  l;;i  !  \vli:it  nil  have  sought, 

•   found  ; 
Miiinl  lie  ; 
Upon  In  ground. 

>m  arduous  toil  ujmn  his  farm 
H-  U)  >t"j»  ; 

Hut  lal-ored  ever,  like  a  hen, 
To  get  a  fuller  crop. 

in  ini.rn  till  ni.ijht  he  labored  hard, 

•  in  ni«rht  till  morn  he  snon 
Above  the  lii«:h  l.eam-;  of  his  harn 
His  mind  had  never  so.i 

He  always  lived  quite  plainly,  and 

did  not  care; 

Though  sometimes  h<-  would  have  A  fowl 
To  modify  his/<fr*. 

II«'  was  an  h-  n — 

ConstTvative  in  view- — 
!!<•  did  n-.t  take  a  paper,  so 

II-'  did  not  read  the  news. 

In  fact  he  went  along  in  quite 

An  antiquated  way, 
And  laid  up  cash,  like  an  umbrclle, 

Against  a  rainy  day. 

But  finally,  one  fatal  t 

A  little  chap  came  down 
To  canvass  for  a  paper,  in 

That  little  country  town. 


in 

1  labored  all  the  <Uy 
To  thow  hint  l».»w  a 
M-  iy. 

.'•»•••!  I  hit*  i?  at  hou 
illy  tliink  y«m  can 
Bec«>  w, 

least  a  well  r«W  MM. 


«  paper  w  you  how 

;  M  your  welfare**  ue. 

I  '11 

Alas!  the  fat 

his  way 

Th«>  .ip, 

full  of  gM  a 

At  last  induced  our  fan; 
To  take  another  paper. 

that  day  upon  his  life 

1  creep—- 

Between those  rival  theett  he  f<> 
•  refreshing  tltep. 

Unt<-  tors 

That  change  WIK 
:  so  we  iif  v'« 


or,.  POETS. 

He  !_ 

II 

H''  r.  a  !  the  .1  filth.  nn«l  mud, 

Which  every  j>a; 

Hi-  learned  ],M\V  man 

human  race  am<" 

Beet 

II--  leaned  I  all  men  an-, 

Who  dwell  heneath  tin-  |] 
\t  the  hottom  of  a  well."  he  found, 
"truth  itself  will 

He  rea«l  tliat  all  the  \vorM  :,Lri 

And  all  the  world  \vn*  riu'ht; 

And  Mack  is  always  wliite. 

Now  haviiiLf  n>ad  oj.inions,  of 

many  dil'tcrent  liu- 
He  tlion.irlit,  at  ln-t.  i 
And  try  a  spell  of  lllues. 

Alas  !  that  rcadi:  i  should 

Transform  a  man  so  jolly, 
And  so  unsettle  him  I 

A  settled  melancholly. 

At  last,  unto  hit:  aid, 

I     .  6  neither  child  nor  v. 

' 

Tile. 


HI 

In  vain,  on  ev.  I  NO*, 

i«e  he  w. 

me 
o  town  to  go, 

•••me  and  sat 
on  poor  V  >w. 

t  one  arose  and  M!  {« 

fuse 

'.I  him  A wm/— because  1. 
plainly  through  the  neiffi. 

!c«,  he  M 
So  t  -i  'H  fair, 

ant  of  &r<*a/A, 
BecmaM  he  had  no  A' 

10  fatal  cause 

-re  must  hav. 
That  he  was  splitting  wood.11 

w's  l«st  fatal  act 


OREEN  MO 


"  !'• 

\Yit;  i  I  if. 


Th<>  001  '   proposed  his  view  — 

To  which  all  L  nt  — 

Jitf'l  with  nn  axe, 
It  was  an  a-. 

v  I  will  ond  this  mournful  t 
Of  0110  whnso  on' 
From  read!  ML:  papers  partly  c;r 
And  part  from  splitting  hairs. 

All  men  who  party  pnpors  road, 

This  s«»und  advioo  will  fit  — 
Renn'iiilM-r  Slow,  and  so  avoid 
fatal  party-split. 


OLIVER   8.    KI«  1 :. 

OP  ORAHBT. 

NATURE'S  HOUR  OF  PRAISR 

K vpning  now,  with  skilful  fii. 

Silent  weav.  .:,,s  of  li^ht, 

While  'mid  clouds  the  <miU>amR  linger 
*  On  the  ebon  hrow  of  ni|_rht. 

Softly  o'er  my  forehead  swecj 
Grateful  floats  the  evening  hrc- 


4;  • 


with  K-.U!,.  pressure  ereopiog, 

•>B 

:  all  her  scepter  sways, 
Cha  y  voice  a  a  — 

i«  nature'-*  huur  of  praise. 

Hushed  it  cv,  ug, 

tuirt  is  Miftly  §te«lingt 

it  power. 

r  all  the  th aUow  tlombert, 
And  the  fiding  light  gro\^ 

••  the  wave*,  in  gentle  number*, 
y  chant  their  ve.ij 

•.hut  calmly,  without  sorrow, 
Doth  all  nature  -  >t; 

Doubting  nnt  that  on  the  morrow 

me  to  cheer  her  breast. 

Thus  when  death  thall  tiing  iu  shadow, 

tearful  night  shall  lo« 
my  eye,  in  tilence  closing, 
Gazet  on  eart  no  more ; 

i,  like  a  kind  em-  • 

»  ray  spirit  unto  rest, 
Calm  as  evening  o'er  the  ocean, 

n  she  charms  the  wares  to  rest 


GREEN  MOUNT 

MY    1 'HAVER. 
O,  Father,  I  hav.  -and 

:i   land, 
Mid  tin-  -lark  <_rl<">ni  «•!'  mural  ni^lit, 

r  Thee    jewels  bright  ; 
To  speu  ;  In-. -ml 

•i 'a  gracious  w. 

TO   t«'ll    them    <>!'    t  ,.,i. 

And  point  tin-  dying  soul  t' 

This,  this  has  heen  my  earnest  pray. 
I  tni-t  it  was  not  over  fair — 
And  still  I  hope,  and  't  is  my  plea, 
AVlien  death,  at  lu-t.  >liall  call  for  me, 
That  T  may  feel  that  I  have  liroiiLflit 

lie  souls  t"  Tl that  I  ifl  not. 

O  Father  !    h- 
(irant  me  tl 

But  if  Thou  wilt  that  here  I  stay, 
And  lal",r  \'<>r  Thee  while  I  may; 
Oh!    like  Thy  well  he! 
Help  me  to  say,  ''Thy  will  he  done;n 
And  let  me  feel  that  everywhere 
Thy  ser  y  watchful  care; 

And  though  they  fruitless  look  for  gain, 
The  seed  can  not  be  cast  in  vain. 


.''',''  ',     •  '  •  « ,  "* 


' 

•<••. 

ire  the  v  -|»«kenf 

:  I  ihinK  'tor  woe, 

.    HO<1   nil    I1 

1  •  sorrow  none  may  know. 

Thou  hart  come  again,  O  Suran 

\VM  far  too  long : 
A-  lowers, 

\\ 

for 

Thou  ha*t  come  a«;ain,  ()  *- 
Ami  thy  I'rr.'/.fN,  li.^lii  at: 

he  birds, 
leaf. 

!  a^aiu  thy  tl<>\ver§  are  Mo- 
irrasees  wave, 

ipeakath 
t  of  a  new-made  grav.-. 

t^t  come  again,  O  Surai 

Til  a  Ilg, 

So  sad  couM  prove  to  be  t 


468  01: 

all  thy  radiant  heanty 
Seems  but  t<>  mock  our  woe — 

Thftt  over  human  l>o*oms 

Thy  flowers  can  spring  and  grow. 


HUB  JEAN  WI 

or  or.  - 

MEMORY, 

O,  memory.  \vravo  thy  golden  chain 
More  closely  round  my  heart; 

Thy  joys  though  often  linked  with  pain, 
True  happiness  impart. 

I  fain  would  hid  thoe  tarry  lone/. 

t  childhood's  luippy  hours  ; 
'T  was  there  we  sanir  life's  sweetest 
And  plucked  its  fairest  flowers. 

No  other  skies  will  seem  as  bright  — 

Or  friends  as  kind  and  tn 
For  all  things  wore  a  softer  li^ht. 
life  was  fresh  and  new. 


The  play-irroimd  where  ;ieet 

Each  dear  familiar  fn 
When  happy  hearts  made  life  so  sweet, 

Seems  now  a  lonely  place. 

For  many  a  loved  one  of  that  band 
Shall  w«-  no  more, 


KW  MOUKTAIN  POET*  v  -•• 

et  where  han.l  clasps  hand, 

r  year*, 
r  lore  we  ne'er  forget  ; 

.tfh  oar  tears, 

:  ACCH  jet 


:s  inailr  •  nobler  thing 

••  these  ; 

all  the  sorrows  earth  can  bring 
••ir  echoes  never 


They  tea« -K  tbi  i    ill  '          k 
These  fl.  •»  below, 

re  we  sha  love, 

lortalt  never  know. 


SDl'IUN 


We  know,  by  every  pan- 

that  fall, 

That  1  be  our  power, 

life  were  all. 

like  the  flowers  we  pass  away; 

And  •  i  soon  tic. 

:i  the  years  move  on. 

Its  perfume  on  the  air  ; 
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.'1  thus  a 

a  it  hath  once  been  tli- 

1  shall  we  act  life's  ..-11, 

If  nothing  shall  1  tell 

We're  pi 

AVlu-re  life  and  death  will  n 
The  multitudes  \\ho  went  1  > 
-ping  at  our  f. 

We  walk  above  their  i  iust 

With  slow  and  soh-inn  tread  — 

Thon,  hast,  indeed,  a  sacred  tri: 
O,  City  of  the  dead! 

The  heroes  of  th«  -t  — 

!»'  and  the  lira 

Though  silent  in  the  gi 

The  good  they  did  thoir  frllow-men  — 
Their  efforts  for  the  right, 

Are  written,  with  an  anil's  pen, 
In  characters  of  li 


The  record  of  each  Lrl-nviiiLT  thought 

And  aspiration  hi 
The  mighty  deeds  their  hands  have  wrought  — 

Thete  things  can  n- 

And  yet,  in  eagn  ime, 

Have  countless  numl- 


...ru!  u*me, 

They  .»in  wh«»»r  hi  plural  aim 

•IM-S,-.  al'-nr.  we  may  n 
£  crown. 


<*e 

There  tlecp  ««»,  mortal  TOM— 

Thf  d  the  w. 

They  tat  in  maj^ty  an<l  pride 
On  Home's  imperial  • 

now  they  tl  amber  side  by  ti 

i  th.»sf  I.*  Fanio  unknown. 


•••eh  the  loftiest  height 
it  man  hath  ever  km»\\ 
And  from  tha  •  •  write 

v  alone, 


ie  lowest  -y  fell, 

"d; 

tlie  path 
.td. 

The  proudest  uta  of  ea- 

excellence  an«l  w 

•  ••w  clay. 

>  can  van  we  may  i 
t  human  art, 
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The  speaK  face, 

We  cannot  paint  th.  ], 

T!  ;  d.\ithh>*s  lines, 

The  records  of  the 
Man,  with  his  feeble  knowledge,  finds 

Above  his  weak  control. 

The  inward  life  we  cannot  know ; 

And  often  shall  we  find 
That,  where  the  sweetest  blossoms  grow, 
Our  eyes  were  sadly  blind. 

What  can  it  matter,  though  we  sleep — 

Onr  earthly  labors  done — 
Where  none  above  our  graves  may  weep, 

If  we  the  crown  have  won  ? 

Where  lies  that  holy  man  of  old, 

Who  stood  on  height  '.' 

For  him  no  nmflled  hell  was  tolled — 
-»lemn  burial  rite. 

dome  points  ont  the  spot 
Hi>  sacred  feet  h;i 

His  lonely  grave  man  knoweth  not — 
T  was  marked  alone  by  God : 

V.  t  men  nor  angels  could  not  write 

A  record  h..  »:,«?; 

Thus  infinite  in  j  :ht, 

It  came  from  God's  own  hand. 

H'   needetb  not  onr  human  aid, 


MAIW  rorra  4;  -. 

h  all  ran  -  fthal!  fade, 

Got!  will  n«vr: 


rouuatT  •  «••••!    mm  •»  MIIMU 


1!. 


How  MM)  in  the  moment  wli  ..MI  dep* 

How  keen  is  the  an^ni-h  tlmt  |iiercec  the  1 

youthful  and  ^ay,  in  prccari<m«  bloom, 

-lory,  mi  :  rob. 

us  our  low  to  deplore ; 
earth  we  can  -nore; 

Jesus  has  called  her,  u 

leep  be  our  sorrow,  our  lout  in  her  jj.i 

>re  will  her  parents  in  ecstacr  ^reet 
The  soft  swelling  tones  •  .iphine  su 

But  angeU  wi. 

the  chorns  at»ore. 

i  that  era 

..lri-1.  and  rliioe, 

Shall  dwell  in  i  'ather  abort, 

••  Son  by  the  spirit  of  ' 
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MISS   M.M^     I  .    \v  MID, 

Or  KOKTB   PA.1TILLK. 


lion-:. 

Were  it  not  for  H« 

:h  would 

:••••  and  !••• 
ar. 

Not  a  storm -cloud  luirsts  in  fury 

O'er  the  tm>een  path  of  li 
]>nt  IIIT  rainbow  lines  arc  -liiniiiLT 

Through  th<-  trife. 

When  we  see  the  blossoms  fa<li: 
\Vith  the  early  frosts  of  Fall, 

Ami  \v«-  nnirinur,  "thus  we  're  1<  - 
All  oui  .  all" — 

Hope  will  tly  whisper — 

"As  the  flowers  again  will  1.1. nun, 

So  the  chm-Oifl  on<  i''",^r> 

Live,  atrain,  beyoinl  the  tomb." 

Uvnk  the  t'n->  that   bin.l  us 
To  our  li  mil, 

Then  't  is  well  t«»  1,  io  us 

Hope,  with  :i  1   bland. 

All  tli  :.-tb 

our  eyes  may  not  be  true; 
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When  ear  Jan  and  .li%cord 

Fill  UH  with  a  vague  unrest, 

.1  na 
the  man-  .u  Meat, 

scene  of  pain  and  pleaaur* 
•«  her  own  *  wort  charm  can  throw  ; 

«•  «  deeper  measure  — 
Tu  r't  woe. 

feet  are  dipping 

Hope'n  last  miiwion  U  to  point  oa 

Whore  tin-  li^'hu  eternal  ftii 


:.  on  earth  so  pica-sing, 

not  go  ; 

In  tlu»  KIM  I  where  all  is  per: 
Hope  and  fear  we  may  not  know. 


U    \\  i  \ 

•ring'*  aweet,  vernal  hour*; 

pleasant  tales 
coming  bird*  and  flowers. 

bright  and  g.> 


01:  UN  !•(.[ 

-lie  ami  fun, 
Mid  Holds  of  new  mown  hay. 

-..nth  Wind. 

When  Autumn's  j.en-ive  li^ht 
Steals  over  hill  and  valley, 

«'  shades  of  coming  night  : 

t  tells  of  other  climes, 
Where  Summer  Imurs  arc  l«»n<r, 
And  Winter  snows  ne'er  hu-di 
The  warhler's  merry 


And  I  hive,  oh  !   more  than  61 

In  Winter  the  South  Wind's  breath; 

For  it  tells  me  life  shall  sjn  -in«r 
Again  from  Nature's  death. 

But  think  not  my  love  can  coi 
From  things  like  these  alone; 

For  a  brother's  eheri-hed  form 

Now  rest!  in  the  South  Wind's  home. 

And  ye  know  not  the  joy  I  feel, 

When  it  tells  me,  in  whispers  low, 
That  his  grave  with  grass  is  green, 

And  sweet  ll«.wers  round  it 


Tha  lowers  round  it  «_rr«»w, 

Watched  o'er  by 

And  their  tender,  thoughtful  care 
Ha  re. 

t  all  the  words  of  the  South  Wind, 
Which  i'  to  my  spirit's  car, 


1  can  |*n  on  |  A 

ui  paint  a  crystal  t 

MMithern  home  to  fair, 
••t  *train«  of  birds  — 
TV 

the  rnnnic  at;  on 

Around  ray  broth* 

foarful  pain 
That  '«  hnrned  my  brain  the»e  ream; 

•ie  decpr  •  calm«d 

By  the  bletaed  flow  of 


Do  yon  w.  love  it  — 

The  wi:  »oath  —  no  well? 

I  dare  not  upeak  o  '••!•, 

Lest  I  break  the  mystic  Hpell. 


ri!  ;;  vi i:\va 

I  looked  o'er  the  earth  v.         -       i^-time's  breath, 

Breath.-. 1  out  in  th.-  vernal  air, 

1  itaid  in  •  r  a^ain, 

Sweet  earth,  wilt  them  be  so  fa 

t li .  when  Summer  wan  brijrht, 

bowera  ••• 
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I  thnu«:l  • 

i  of   tin-  |.rrf«vt   I-! 

I  looked  once  •  \utumn  had  touched 

hill*  with  li«M 

:   I  lu-ld  my  Wrath  at  tin-  Lr<>rLr«'"'is  M. 
Of  autumnal  glories  grand. 

Ami  saw  that  in  the  ni^ht 

•  'Wiicd  witli  di 

;  in  anrl  wliitc. 


I  placed  a  seal  on  my  j  artinir  lips 

That  ha«l  IM»OII  so  rasli  l»<>f' 
For  how  shall  a  tVi-Mi-  mortal  know 
of  tlic  Maker's  po\\ 


M)O    C.    HATHAWAY,    A.    M., 

OF   MORRI8VII.LE. 

WOMEN'S  i;i<;n: 

On  t  liidean  land, 

Wamlers  an  ever-restless  baiul. 
Await  to  carry  them  o^er, 

And  land  them  on  t 

The  aged,  the  infirm,  r  ik, 

Contend  in  «,r"ldin  -eek 

t'  tho  l.oatman,  o'er  tip  lark, 

To  carry  them  first,  in  his  fragile  bark. 


porra,  in 

The  ferryman,  Charon,  with  hi*  magic  boat, 

; 

have  Wit  ,.»r». 

AN  h<  «r  after  . 

>ed  partiality,  'l  wa§  v«- 

iat  came  to  the  shore, 

nettled  ft  qn«  -OttMed, 

Whether  women  had  « 

For  a  woman'*  right  wma  etta  then, 

To  enter  Haden  in  advance  of  the  men. 


11T. 

iits  and  ahadows  bl> 

.vi«al  and  woe,  Another  day 

10,  to  come  no  more  for  aye. 

O'er  mountain  topa  that  rite 

hi*  parting  glance, 
i  many  dye*, 
Through  heaven's  blue  expanse ; 
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:ie  Queen  of  evening  sheds  her  silvery  li^lit, 
Dispelling  now  the  gloom  that  veils  the  l.i..\v  of 

The  aromati 

th.-ni  plains  decked  by  the  vernal  qt 
Sweeps  gently  l>y.  and  whimpers  through  tin-  t 
M  coming  out  in  i^n-en" — 

.•shill<:  t 

Cooling  the  fevered  brow,  marked  by  disease  a  spoil. 

Silent  are  greenwood  aisles — 

No  song  of  bird  breaks  on  the  solitude — 

Peace,  gentle  goddess,  looks  on  earth  and  smiles, 
In  her  1 • 

To  sinful  man  a  respite  sweet  she  brings, 

And  sheds  a  heavenly  ray  o'er  transitory  things. 

The  Author  of  our  weal 

.es  on  the  earth  the  impress  of  His  love  I 
The  charms  that  meet  our  vision  all  reveal 

The 

And  as  we  gaze,  a  soni'-tliiiiLT  from  within 
Dreams  of  the  happy  home  where  naught  is  known  of  sin, 

Glad  season  of  repose ; 

The  simile  of  that  eternal  rest, 

When  to  his  narrow  hon-e  the  pilgrim  goes, 

To  slumber  with  the  ! 
When  severed  are  the  silken  ti"s  that  hind 

Its  tenement  of  clay  with  the  immortal  mind. 

time  to  medii 

Upon  the  wisdom,  power  and  1«  -  1  — 

To  read  the  evidence  that  He  is  gi 


4*1 
\\ 

••  to  homage  pay 

10  Love, 
narrow  way 
Thai  KM  «  — 

40lvM«Ach  vilal  < 
i  me,  bleal  nervanu  of  ihe  LoctL* 
New  Hat  1    1*$7. 


LBUM. 

\Vh  .  i  erne  that  moal  engage* 

The  ftoul 
The  thought  thai  liven  t  .« 

:•>  with  I...W.T  th.«  poel'H  ptgei 

yeara  shall  glide 

itoVr  btv 
That  in  tomf  hearts  l>»th  true  an.l  tried, 

To  reach  the  «U:  ti  of 

That  wh.  H  ran, 

May  still  exist  his  name. 


•    Would   1   : 
Miip's  s:n 

Po<  ::iLT 

To  \  n.'sln-ning  spring 

That  waters  n 

Thus  may  t;  !   imw  in<; 

•  uvenir  n-main — 

'r 
t  iinMiinry's  vin«-  n  no 

ii 
.luno.  1- 


I    i:.    BLJ 

OP    84LI8BCRT     CT..    FOKM)  '.    VT.— not/'   A   MKMRRp    Of    MIDDLUUKT 

COLLEGE,  <  LASS  or 


STANDING   liY  Tin:  BEA. 

I  stood  besi«l«'  tlio  uccan.  iiore; 

Aii'l  it-  b<  •  •'{)  and  sullen  : 

And  many  a  tlioiiLrlit  came  oW  me,  a>  tin-  >|.r<-tadr  I  saw, 
And  I  stood  iu  raptured  silence,  filled  with  reverence  and 

I  tliouirht  how  ni'iny  a  ii-_rlity  monster  roll- 

'    'Id. 

It  witn<>— cd  on 
As  w 

came. 
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•  •  eiisted  that  have  Irfi  ao  trace  be) 

>«e  «ile  there  '•  naagh  l  1 

'•llloW*    »t 


Thou  'rt  t!i«-  thoroughfare  of  nation*,  *t  <  tching  OBI 


<  \*n*  France i 

:  >m  the  c  he  shore  of  every  land, 

regions  to  the  sunny  coral 


me  thy  tecreU  ;  for  melhink*  withio  the«  Ik 
PreciotH  treannres  that  are  hitlden  far  away  from  human  eye; 

ir  fellow-heiagt  sleep, 
.•li  thy  bfWHHt  rettleei 
deep. 

.  tiir  .;;.'  •-«  that  the  earth  an<i  maa 

lin, 

•ie  to  glory,  and  their  Broken  power,  wane  , 

a*  in  progress  or  decline, 
roll  its  t  farthest  age  of  time. 


or  «*A*IT, 

BO1 

to  me 

Awaken  deep  de«pair ; 
That  blessed  world  I  msy  not  see, 
May  nev«  iere. 
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'lining  tf'»ld  ; 

I  have  no  li  vs  complete 

I  ever  shall  behold. 

I  have  no  hope!   thru  why  not  'lie1.' 

Why  should  I  longer  '. 
When  I  Ve  no  hope  IM>V  .n  1  th- 

And  earth  no  joy  can 

The  fearful  woe  that  follows  death  : 

Oh  !  can  it  ever  be 
That  I  mu-t  ta>ti-  that  (Mi'll«--> 

Wh-  'lied  for  i: 


Thi>  hoj.i-,  so  s\v«'et,  to  me  unknown, 
When  will  it  <•!  .....  r  my  mind; 

Must  I  pursue  my  journey  through, 
And  this  dear  hope  not  lind  ? 

God,  my  God,  my  prayer  1 
Oh  !    I  praise  His  holy  nan 

For  He  ;  the  ]':ird"iiin«_r 

And  unbound  the  captive's  chain. 

Now  I  love  Him  from  my  heart, 

Praise  and  laud  Him  every  day; 
From  His  service  would  not  part  ; 
ily  own  his  IO1 

Oh  !    1  hope  to  si;  aise 

Tn  the  holy  courts  aVx 

Who,  in  mci  iv  days 

With  the  bl-  >ve. 


4.  § 
DSH1IV 

I    * 

m1  sorrow*  can  witlnu 
•  that  brain  for  *clf.  alone, 
•**—  i*  colil  a*  -i  >»e. 

True  ives,  br  every  art, 

i 

i  away, 
ilarkeMt  night  make  bright  a«  day. 


Wh«  N  us  in 

. 

Frowns  Flatt*  tide 

us  our  faults.  ule*. 

T  is  sweet  to  know  we  hare  a  ft  : 
Tib  brtatk  of  f  oft  can  never  1 

liip  i«  no  hearties*  aho" 
Spread  o'er  with  smiles,  with  dregs  below. 

T  is  sweet  to  see  the  tear-drop*  start  ; 

half  suppressed  w  is  mutt  part  ; 

oar  the  words  half  spoken, 
The  farewell  w.-r-U.  from  hearts  nigh  broken. 

••  is  no  gem  in  pleasure's  m- 
Like  tl  ve  of  a  true  heart; 
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The  -  d 

Are  things  tliat  #«>ld  ran  n- 


Mix-    MAKTII  \   .1.    l:Kl'.<  ,-, 

Or  rAIRIIAVEX. 

[  MiM  Brifg*  totendi  to  pabltah  a  volume  of  her  poem*  «oon.] 

\VKLL  DOM:.  VKK.MOM. 

WRITTEN  NEAR  THE  CLOSE  or  TIIJ 


."••niMMt  !   no  !i  '.ows 

II;i-   alliifd   rrlicllinn    .' 

Wliile  putting  fortli  ii  i,  than  those 

Thy  patriot  sons  )iave  dealt. 
•y  have  arisen,  with  one  accord, 

In  all  their  j-mvrr  ami  ini«,rht, 
To  fearh'—  ly  nn^ln-ath  the  swonl, 

And  for  their  country 


Well  (]'<}[>•,  \'«M  inoiit,  thy  mountains  boast 

Of  verdure  ev. 
Like  them  tliy  firm  and  dauntless  host 

at  viLTor  i 
For  as  the  h> 

Their  nol.lenos  >\\^<] 
So  they,  ten.i  !h«-ir  \-\<_r 

Offer  their  iay. 

Well  d'«ne.  Vermont  —  the  path  that  leads 
To  victory's  fade 


fORTB 


•nt 

roopa  have 
iteleea  f*ar*. 

)..-iif  tn  we  're  prood  to  own 

t«m. 

moot—  above  thy  bead 
-  brow  of  promiM  li«i>. 

-  pAOf^L 

ath  IIM  ttdljr  thinned  thy  rmnk*, 

To  all  are  due  the  tearful  thank* 
any  loyal  friend*, 

it  —  l*nrath  thy  feet, 
•us  for*  are  1  . 

itleKs  and  undi-mnyed. 

lliant  name, 
• 
i  tal  scroll  of  fame, 

•tto  '•  been, 
•more  wil 

;ed  by  brave  men, 

inner  flon 
An  o'er  •  tost, 

r  rat«,  and  rebel  notee 

' 
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\\  -'II  done  \  although  our  songs 

Thy  merits  gla 

will  to  l»i\  ami  do,  belongs 

All-seeing  and  All-u 

•lit  petitions,  hour  by  hour, 
From  incensed  altars  i 

God's  g"  jreat  zeal  displayed, 

Thy  noble  s  t; 

II      hiiml  in  battle-lield  arrayed, 

Their  puny  arms  direct. 
II-   -tren^thens  every  one  that  strives 

To  keep  them  from  all  want, 
The  loving  dan-jln 

And  mothers  of  Vermont. 

He  will  their  honored  fathers  cheer — 

Grant  them  deserved  renown, 
Their  husbai.  and  brothers  dear 

With  deathless  laurels  crown. 
And  while  the  fleeting  sands  of  time 

Their  circling  courses  run, 
O'er  earth  will  sound  the  words,  sublime 

Well  done,  Vermont,  well  done. 


I-  . 

EDWIN  H.  TOWLB, 


Bbfr  .•win«on. 

i  thy  ftxare  */••» 

That  thy  |.«1.-  chrrk  dye* 

•  trmvtl, 

• 
*-«enoe  greet. 

Hut  a  h»ly  purpose  nervet  theet 
••»*  zeml, 

tiiat  n...t  UMM 

'i  t«>  him  reveal  ! 


Katie, 

'rt  alm«»-' 
Will  that  wayward 


.•  Kp««akin^  eyet  proola 
•ht  tear-iiropti  lavr.l  — 
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T  is  a  brand  plu<  K^l  iY.>m  tin- 
For  lie  's  save 


1111.  <>LD   MAN'-    I'LA! 

Adown  life's  weary  vale 

I  'in  now; 

The  frost  of  four-score  years 

Is  on  my  brow. 

that  once  I  knew, 
Lror.,1  ami  br:i 

An-  sleeping — <>h  !  so  still — 
Within  ti 

The  scenes  of  other  days 

Arc  pa-t  and  gone, 
And  'mid  earth's  busy  thr< 

I  'ra  left  alone. 

Yet  peace !  it  is  not  long 

I  '11  waii'lcr  here, 
Where  is  no  joy  nor  friend 

Nor  pity  near. 

The  time  that  I  shall  go 

U  n, -ar  at  hand, 

To  join  the  u gone-More91 

In  Eden-land, 

Where  no  sad  change  e'er  comes 

To  mar  our  1 
But  all  is  hairiness, 

And  joy  and  peace. 
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MAY   A.   MORI. 

09  uwmm. 

One  of  those  .  ht  autumn  dayt, 

v  fair  Sr|  • 

i»le  ttraset*s  bait, 
••  to  oft  retnen 

IO«H|  alone,  my  fr  I  — 

thinks  si;  ,«r — 

•-  ainre  »ky, 
Tho  shadow*  slowly  gmt 

•r  rolled 

uUofflf.  ..»; 

; 'on red  iU  rays  of  gold, 
In  a  iem: 

:ghtfl  filled  our  hearu  too  great  for  word* 

iU  faint  exprcsaing— 

The  while  the  1  1*  kined  her  brow, 

In  silent,  solemn  blessing. 

oli*  what  a  ti.lo  ••:  irned 

kics  that  ntretohed  before  me— 

Could  *  those  clouds, 

Con!  tic*  be  t 

Together  burst  the  pearly  ban, 
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'•  \Ylmt  think  — t  th-u  w.-  should  h.-i 

\Yi  doth  liiiL" 

Upon  the  borders  of  a  land 

Touched  by  •  rl 

But  now" — Oir  |  1  in  her  < 

The  tears  were  softly  shining; 
I  gazi'il  ujMin  ln-r  radiant  hn»\v, 

H'-r  thoughts  almost  divining: 

"  \Y»-  stand  upon  a  rocky  -: 
Life's  trials  all  before  us, 
'•Mil.ts  and  fea>  ;.-fs  and  1- 

ithcr  o\-r  u- : 
M>  its  \va;. 
(A  gloom,  a 

"Thro'  death's  .lark  door  the  soul  must  pass, 
Before  it  reach  the  glory. 

"Dear  one,  dost  thou  not  understand 
The  glorious  promi^   give*, 

*  Lo  I  am  with  you  to  tin-  rnd,' 
Once  said  the  Lord  «•!'  Heavfn. 

And  even  death  no  ojooiii  shall  bri: 
Lit  by  His  love  and  t:' 

Remember  Him  who  hurst  its  bars, 
Who  has  gone  up  before  thee ; 

"And  place  in  His  thy  trcinMinLf  hand — 
All  earthly  cares  foiLr'-ttm<r — 

Safe  shalt  thou  journey  thro'  the  land, 
And  when  life's  sun  is  M-aimr, 

Thy  f.M-t  shall  pr-  Mm  shores, 
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Kail-''    ill-    X\A  I    I..-;  !-,   ..!    H.-A-.,  !i   ' 


Ht  .-artUy 

.in  lipa  e'er  whbpertd, 
Bren  oang  or  ag«d  one, 

Or  little  in fn: 

what  a  jor  thrill*  all  the  *>ul— 

r  called  forth  l.y  another— 
As  m.  iigr*  UN  early  yearm, 

taper*  of 

We  think  of  that  Mid  part 
Au«l  1 

•liin  thf  i  ,T», 


•  hat  nhe  writen, 

l.ik.-  an 

l>oyt  dear 
80  t  ig — 

•lie, 

.it*   U«  lift 

^t  paily. 
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If  old,  and  many  a  year  has  passed 

Since  -he  wa  '''T'ngj 

And  o'er  her  p-a  \  es, 

Still  :dy  mem'iy  k- 

The  hours  of  life's  glad  morning; 
Her  counsels  all  are  unfor 

solemn  warning. 

We  stand,  a<;ain,  beside  her  chair, 
Our  tired  head  on  her  shoulder  ; 
:  1  brushing  back  our  tangled  hair, 
She  tells  us  when  we  're  older 

How  much  we'll  do.  and  what  w»-  '11  do, 
That  's  good,  and  trn<\  and  I 

To  help  her  and  to  help  the  world, 
And  save  us  care  and  trouble. 

We  promise,  then,  with  heart-  a-_rlow, 

For  life's  great  duties  yearnini_r, 
That  we  will  love  the  good  and  ' 

From  every  evil  turning — 
Will  care  for  her,  when  she  is  old, 

Oh  !  heart  1  tender, 

To  think  our  mother  should  trrmv  old — 

She  's  young,  to  as,  forever, 

We  seek  repose,  and  moth. 

To  see  we  're  warm  and  co-y — 
Calls  us  her  darlinp,  and  then  stoops 

To  ki-  the  sy; 

And  hears  us  -ay  our  childhoo-;' 

M  I  lay  rae»_an.i.  .aher"— 


GREEN  ; 

And  Mfe  »  i  care  wt  re*t, 

Who  gare  to  iw 


'  portal 
:  >th«T  wait*  to  greet  u»  all, 

immortal 
when  we  cross  th«  ^k. 

M\\  brother, 
'leavenly  love, 
•v  chanted  by  our  mother. 


80NO. 

il  we  hail  thee  agm  uas  morning — 

Irtrera,  and  alien*,  we  come  from  afar, 
•ray  that  the  i  the  shepherds  once 

May  guide  us  to  Jesns,  like  Bethlehem's  Star. 

us  now,  oh  ye  angels  of  glory ! 

_C  us  glad  tidings  of  joy  once  again ; 
\  ng,  we  listen  to  hear  the  glad  story, 
.it  once  brought  snch  joy  to  the  lost  sons  of  men. 

igh  no  angel,  on  bright,  t\\  >ns, 

HA  a  message  :  •  ir  land, 

i.order*  of  sin's  du  tana, 

Weary,  and  duul>iin<r,  an<:  „',  we  stand; 

d  voice  from  the  better  Ian 
lie  tgrfoiaisW  mercy,  the  nWjfMf  lore 
.at  dear  Redeemer,  Who  here  once  was  dwelling*- 
w  gone  to  prepare  us  a  mansion  abort. 
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Hope  wh;  -.\\i\ir 

»f  glory  ami  li 

e  their  I;  Kin.Lr.  i-  iinir, 

1  'round  Mini  our  loved  dies,  in  i;arments  of  white. 

i  liail,  Messed  day — that  once  saw  1,  ing — 

Ami  pray  that  the  li^ht,  oYr  the  shepheni  .miinjr, 

May  guide  us  to  -I.'Mis,  like  lU'tlilcliein'-  - 


MISS   A.    M.    M<  HOLfl, 

OP  DAKBT. 

I.l\ 

To  an  ah««  •  !>hew,  who,  when  only  f. 

•av  weeping  ami  t»I<l  I  . ,  for  tic  u:i~ 

"  !  our  little  one  ha  :<>\vn  death's  dark  t 

!!«•   \\a-  his  father's  hopo  and   joy — his  mother's  love  and 

pride — 
II«  's  gone  !  our  loving  hearts  with  grief  are  made  to  <> 

flow; 

lint  d.-ath.  with  his  nnerriiiLT  aim,  ha-  laid  its  victim  low — 
In   huml'l'-m—   we  '11    ki->   tin-  hand  that  stillnl  his  <-arthly 

po\'. 

And   Lrive  him  up  a  sacrifice,  though  ne'er  was  «: 

ours — 

\Ve   made  his  narrow  house  of   clay,  where  the  golden  ap- 
fall, 

In  the  |]  leu  wall 


:EE5  MOtJjri  .  ,; 

lian-1  that  <  U«|««i  UM  mrrtU 

oner  warn,  cheek,  to  cold  and  |*l- 

!i,|  now — 
All  nature  wor.  ,A,  0,r  ,,,,,!.Ur  .on— 

We  saw  them  Jill  ^ 

Murks  tin*  H(x>t    where  rtata  our  cUrliri^  l-.y,  wh<> 

afra 

MOW  he  is  any  since  earthly  bond*  arr 

ifti 


•  I-1  mi:  \VIM». 

tin, 

nt»in«— 
.iin ; 

*k, 
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And  tin-  soft  tender  vine 
Feels  hardh 

I  <•  :li, 

In  t:  -M  <,f  my  pride, 

i  1'iavely  Lr<>  f"i  th 
world  roamin 

nder 

A  m-'ment  to  kn<>\v, 
Which  way  I  may  wander. 
Or  wlicre  I  shall 

At  th.-  South  I  do  rev 

But  stride  on  my 
In  my  COarM  I  'IMn-vol 
The  locks  of  the  £ray; 
1  lin_Lr«'r  not  there, 

even  to  know 
The  apfe  of  a  sire — 
I  wish  only  to  blow. 

I  trip  from  the  West— 

I  ride  from  the  Kast 
O'er  the  smooth,  gentle  breast 

Of  souir  rivrr  in  peace  : 
I  struggle  away 

Till  it  rages  in  foam, 
And  carelessly  play, 

Or  thunder  my  moan. 


» '  •    • 


1          art  (raving  u«,  \YinUr, 

• 

Will 
I 

tt  and  moor, 

•  br*«aM 
i  play  rouiul  the  door. 

art  trailing 
Away  fr.'tn  t' 

\ under 

M  — 
now, 

n— 
•u  art  welcome  to  go) 

. 

ner 

..•<»  apain : 

i»reath  it  nhall  wither 
rof«, 

*6re  each  gar  flower 
In  th*>  valley  thai  grows. 

We  will  greet  thee,  fair 

-  »y  ; 

That  •'•  d*y 
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Tl.  ml 

With  gladness  t<*  rli. 

!  thee.  of  all 
The  l.e>t   in  the  \ 


H.    I..    P..    M«. 

or  H«>! 

LITTLi:  THIN' 

The  rain-droj.  U  a  little  thi: 

when  they  00  -/J»w, 

-liini:  ^howers  to  earth  they  hriii!_r, 
all  the  gr:. 


is  a  little  thi' 
And  yet  lin\v  in-pat  it^  JM.\\ 
For  lij:ht  an.l  li(\-it  they  ever  l»riii|Lr, 
Ami  »inile  on  every  fl 

The  snowflake  is  a  little  tiling, 

I  '»r.-  they  un 

Their  mantle  round  the  earth  they  llin«r, 

And  all  the  fields  are  \vh;- 

A  word  of  kimlin'ss,  though  it  be 

m  him  of  lowly  l.irth  ; 
Will  take  a  uhoh-  eternity 

th. 

The  little  s]»riii^«s.  tli«'ULrh  very  small, 
Are  e'en  the  ocean's  so 


FAIN  porro  ,.i 

:«n 

Receive*  from  them  it*  f-.rc«. 


Then  •  be; 

art?  borne  on  angel*!  wtnga 


L0\ 

.v  thai  Freedom 

-  placed  her  fooUtepe  there. 

I  love  her  pleanant  valleya, 

So  iMMiutil'ul  nu-I  grtMJ 

her  brook  .-m, 

\\  :y where  are  «een. 

•  •  her  towering  tnounU: 
II. -i-  hill.u-ks  an.l  her  plait 

uroad,  extensive  prairiea— 
A  in*. 

I  love  li.-i 

Her  tele^raphn,  ami  rail- 

l.UL'c  M.  : 
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Her  many  lovely  (lowers 

Whirl)  morning  air. 

I  lo\ e  her  prett  v  SOUL'  ' 

Which  cai'.sr  the  '  .  ring 

With  na' 

do  they  sing. 

I  love  her  lakes  and  lakelets — 
(I  trust  you  '11  with  me  bear,) 

•y  thin^  is  l..vrly, 
Which  is  nfVonlr.l  there. 

In  fact,  I  love  my  country, 
The  :  the  fair  ; 

Ami  lietter,  still,  li  •  'loin 

Has  placed  her  foot8tep>  t 


Till-    I'RAIRIK   FLOWER. 

They  tell  me  there  are  flowers  fair, 
That  prow  on  prairie  laml  ; 

That  sweet  and  lialmy  is  the  air 
Where  they  're  by  breezes  fan;: 


That  when  their  Mommas  widely  ope, 
And  they  're  in  fullest  bloom, 

No  other  flowers  with  them  can  cope, 
So  rich  is  their  perfume. 

But  fairer  than  the  fairest  ihnver 
In  nature's  garden  rare, 
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e  who  fr. 

•  r«. 

She  ha*  a  |iUc«  of  secret  prayer— 

lV»!iaj".  I.  •  arc  not  fair, 

••  '•  the  prairie  lion 

She  wear*  her  jewels  in  her  *W, 

•vein  made  of  gold, 
But  those  which  never 


fairer  than  the  flowers  thai  bloom 
i  at  tire's  garden  bower, 

iie  air  with  sweet  perfume, 
la  ahe,  the  prairie  tlo-. 


IDA    I.. 


DI 

and  lone — nntenanted, 
Save  by  the  phantoms  of  the  part, 
The  •  :  walla  of  granite 

•  wn  defiance  to  the  blast, 
\\  1  i  and  wierd  cadence, 

Moat  halls  and  old, 

a  dark,  relentlr**  I 
Doomed  to  roam  through  years  vatold. 


re  ft  wild-  (lowers 

their  perfumes  «.n  tin-  air; 

But  they    Moulin,   ftll    Unheeded, 

In  lux':  !d  and  nire; 

i\  v 

Wave  with  • 
That  and  slmd 

the  dim  |  :he  trees. 


Close  within  tho  gloomy  -diadows 
•  iiat  mansion,  old  and  gray, 
Stands  a  chapel  —  urely 

Falling  into  <_mm  il«-cay. 
ThroujrJi  tlu-  hitrh  arched.  windows, 

Through  the  widely  open  door 
Plays  the  li^ht,  in  countless  rainlx, 

O'er  the  tesselated  fl« 

Marble  font,  ami 

D  iVairments  loo«e,  ' 
And  the  golden  censers  idly 

li'n^t.  unkindle.l,  in  di- 
At  the  du-t-en>hroude.l  altar 

Kneels  no  penitent,  to  ci;i 
Pardon  frmn  the  l,lr>t  Mad<mna, 

Trusting  in  IK-I   j  ;ive. 

.M  'rtal  aevet  enter 

Through  the  jM.rtaN.  dim  and  wide, 
Of  the  gloomy  manse  and  chapel, 

Standing  closely  hide  by  si 
For  they  tell  you.  whisju-in-r  darkly, 

<  >f  a  strange,  unearthly  li^ht 
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..'  ever  from  that 
Through  the  lm.li  of  drrar  m,JniK 

•f  voice*  echoing  quaintly 

«cea 

,:  anger  and  •(•••(•air  — 
That  nn  all  who  raahly  venture 
\\   i  unhallowed  walla, 

*>m  of  ,-. 
Must  in.  .ill. 

Aget  since,  (to  run*  the  leg. 
Dwelt  a  maiden,  pure  and  fair, 
eat  flower  of  all  the*  wild  wood, 

and  pxxl  —  none  knew  the  gentle, 

>ve; 

ill  that  wide  demesne, 
would  true  devotion  prove. 

UM!  l.y  a  selfish  tyrant, 

v  passion  swayed, 
Knew  he  • 

a  passion  for  the  msi  i 

;thful  ho.i 
By  a  stern, 

Doomed!  —  and  may  jn-t  Heaven  reoor 
Death  !  her  sad,  untimely  fate. 

an 
tailing  vow  — 


:>o»;  OR i. r.x  M< 

HM  MI-  obi 

i   nr  evil 
l€  l'li;_'htiii^  d- 


OUK    MAY. 
Ha  I  -it  with  sunshine, 

Heart's  Liiicf  tin-  Illicit  rmy§, 

The  clouds  have  no  >ilvery  lining 
To  bright  i-ii  the  sorrowful  days. 

t.»  the  l.ree/e  win-  idly; 

\Vi-r].  !    ihe  lia-  liTt  us  for  • 
.in!  \\liilc  th«-  tear-drop*  fall  <limly 
ir  darling,  our  own  anjj-'i  May. 


inkling  brightly  in  etlier, 
\'«-il  tliy  sad  faces  to-ni^ht  ; 

t  thnu  not  tin-  heait'fl  anguish 
Shrinks  from  thy  radiant  lijjht  ? 


I',«dU!   riNLT  "nt  sih'ntly  — 

With  iiiellnw  cadence 


, 

And  chant  to  the  air  of  eveniiiLr 
A  re.juieni  for  t! 

!   oh  fold  thy  bright  ]•• 
Murmur  t«»  violets  a  knell  ; 
Tell  tin-in  she  's  Irtt  .  -r  — 

Too  fondly  we  loved  her,  and  well. 


•  JUKI.N  tfOUlT]  UH  i  •••/  :- 


t  !  eeaa*  thy 

only  I  aiher'a  decree. 

„      ||i,_"     \Vh..|ll       i 

••hajiteneth"— torrow  then  q 
•g; 

I-'  .  I  i     all  thing!  well 

an  m  Father  may 

•  •  H.iu 

'•lan  taken  thy  loved  one, 
Leaving  sad  heart*  an<l  *• 

he  *s  lout  to  earth  f«»r«-ver — 
•   Hravon  han  one  angel  more." 

.en,  tboo  ahalt  meet 
If  on  earth  •  wait 

Till  thy  weary  feet  croat  life's  thrttboll 
r  the  Gol 


r,OS  GREEN  MO 

UBS,  <>.  8,  BPB  \<. 

OP  BAN 

A  TRIBUTE  TO  xr.i.ui:. 

TO   ME.  AMD  MRS.  FARMSWORTH. 

In  a  pardon  of  exotics, 

Each  and  all  surpassing  fair, 

Just  unfolding — none  had  hlossdm'd — 
Was  a  lily,  pure  and  fair. 

Sunshine,  care  and  early  culture, 

Loving  hands  and  In-art*  bestowed; 

Fondest  hopes,  in  rainbow  colors, 
O'er  that  fair,  white  lily  glowed. 

One  by  one  the  leaves  unfolded, 
Each  more  beauteous  in  their  hue, 

And  more  perfect  grew  our  lily, 
Shelter'd  from  the  cold  night  dew. 

Yet  a  few  more  days  wore  needed 
To  make  perfect  gem  of  beauty  ; 
Fragrant  lily,  chaste,  so  rare, 

Fanned  by  earth's  soft  ambient  air. 

• 

Did  the  angels,  bending  o'er  her, 
Lend  their  own  angelic  hue  ? 

Knew  we  that  our  lily's  beauty 
More  akin  to  angels  grew  ? 

One  by  one  the  leaves  were  folded, 

Hands  v,.  ••(}  upon  her  breast; 
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>ke,  their  beaoty— 
vea  in  endleat  rwt 

When  our  earthly  flower*  exhal 

Paat  away  to  fairer  bower*. 
Angel*  guar.l  trca«urr«  — 

I  drooping  flower*, 

Hope*  and  frar*  are  unavailing, 

ar*  cannot  recall  ; 
:<>wer  blooming— 
Droop*  at  -.ingenial  call. 

IniiOlBi 

schoM 
:  all  the  geou  on  earth  to  fair. 

Can  you  mourn  roar  flower  transplanted  ? 

Can  yon  mourn  ?  i«  hope  all  fled  ? 
Look  ye  upwanl !  *ee  your  lily  bloometh; 
.lie  live*,  ahe  i*  not  dead  ! 

i  »rtal,  earth  expanded! 
I  thy  native  aky, 

v  iM-auty  waning, 
Bon  -'ir  home  on  r 


\  KR8BB. 


Thy  babe  hath  gone  to  the  angel*, 
arling  will 


01  :  :TS. 


.aled  iii  life's 
\\'ill  blossom  in  beauty  nn»>t  fair. 

The  air  is  more  genial  in  II.  -a\«  -n. 

1,  tiny  plants  of  the  earth; 
And  iiity, 

Oft  languish  and  fade  from  birth. 

•ird, 

A  culture  we  cannot  <_• 
'Neath  the  shadowy  wing*  of  the  Kternal, 

Thy  babe  in  new  beauty  will  1, 


Drooping,  fading  and 

The  angels  hove  him  al 
The  pitying  Father  saw  him  — 

This  beautiful  germ  of  His  love. 

The  M.i  awoke  him, 

Blooming  with  new  beauty  and  life, 

While  the  shining  crown  on  his  forehead 
Proclaimed  him  an  angel  of  light. 

"Of  snch  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven"  — 
The  new-horn,  th«i  helpless  and  young: 
t  mid  the  crown  of  His  jewels 
Are  these  sin  M  dear  little  01 

\o  dimness  mars  the  splendor 

Which  encircles  "The  Cireat  White  Th: 

!  the  baby  choir  attending, 
With  their  golden  harj  \\  n. 

As  the  baby  souls  He  ransomed  — 
The  chosen  white  lambs  of  His  fold  — 


•I'NTAI.X  POB1& 


•tonga  are  the  pure*!,  the 

<••  are  while  and  •potlea*. 

Hut  ii. 

e  g«M  SO  tri(j»iL 


The  angel*  have  named  your  darling 
Borne  •«•  !«..-,  I  k 

Thr  :!owery  path  be 


•  he  eje  of  joor  prince, 
>orrow  hit  young  heart  knowt; 

•mnr 
hath  willed  it  to. 

Thou,  the  mother  of  an  angel ! 

ill  til  among  woman  k; 
That  fair  mortal, 

Shall  add  new  loatre  to  thine. 


iie  mercy  and 
who  h.ith  willr.1  it  ao; 

tntaakw 
In  thia  beaatifol  world  below. 


ERRATA. 


Page  207,  line  14,  read  drank  for  "drunk." 
11    215,     "     31,     ••     have  for  "  has." 

ceaseless  for  "ceasless." 
H7,     "       8,     "     bow  for  "  brow." 
"    487,     "     16,     "     treacherous  for  "  treacherous. 


PS  Smnbnm,   Albtrt  J  (•<!.) 

Gr*«n  Mountain 
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